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§ 1 

IN  WINTER  ALL  THINGS  DIE.  SO  ROARED  THE  SEA 

around  the  shores  of  Inverara.  To  the  west 
beyond  Rooruck  it  was  black  with  dim  fountains 
of  white  foam  rising  here  and  there  as  a  wave 
formed  and  came  towering  to  the  beach.  To  the 
north,  between  Inverara  and  the  mainland,  it  was 
white,  like  the  waters  of  a  mountain  torrent,  white 
with  wide  strips  of  green  as  if  it  had  got  sick  and 
vomited.  To  the  south  it  was  black  with  a  belt 
of  white  along  the  shore  beneath  the  cliffs,  where 
the  breakers  lashed  the  rocks.  To  the  east  beyond 
Kilmillick,  where  the  north  and  south  met  in  the 
narrow  channel  athwart  the  Head  of  Crom,  it  was 
a  seething  cauldron,  hissing  like  a  wounded  snake. 
And  around  Rooruck  it  roared  in  mad  delight. 

Winter  had  come.  The  sea  was  wrecking  all 
that  had  generated  in  Spring,  flowered  in  Summer 
and  borne  fruit  in  Autumn.  It  tore  huge  rocks 
from  its  bosom  and  sent  them  rumbling  through 
the  deep.  It  hurled  weeds  shorewards  in  a  tum¬ 
bling  mass.  They  lined  the  beaches  in  mounds 
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mixed  with  sand  and  the  carcases  of  dogfish.  It 
struck  the  cliffs  monstrous  blows  that  shook 
them  and  sent  the  rockbirds  screaming  from  their 
clefts.  They  soared  wildly  out,  their  eyes  search¬ 
ing  the  foam  for  fish. 

In  winter  all  things  die.  So  shrieked  the  wind 
coming  over  the  sea  from  the  west.  It  rose  from 
the  sea  and  whirled  upwards  over  the  land.  It 
mounted  the  wall  of  boulders  that  protected 
Rooruck  on  the  west.  It  skirted  the  Hill  of  Fate 
that  guarded  Rooruck  on  the  south.  It  swept 
eastwards,  flying  straight  in  its  fury  between 
earth  and  sky,  blasting  the  earth.  The  grass  was 
plucked  up  by  the  roots.  Sheep  fled  bleating, 
seeking  shelter  among  the  crags.  Horses  neighed 
and  ran  in  terror,  their  nostrils  red.  The  goats 
wandering  on  the  cliffs  snorted  and  ran  eastwards 
to  the  hollow  beyond  Coillnamken.  The  fowls 
in  the  crops  cackled  and  hid  their  heads  among 
their  feathers.  Dogs  howled.  Pigs  grunted  and 
then  huddled  close  together  in  their  straw,  whin¬ 
ing.  Old  men  sitting  by  the  fires  in  their  cabins 
shivered  and  felt  that  their  death  was  near. 

In  winter  all  things  die.  The  rain  carried  on  the 
wind  fell  in  great  black  drops  that  pattered  on 
the  crags  and  rose  again  in  a  blue  mist.  It  came 
from  the  darkened  sky  sparse  and  scattered  as  if 
the  clouds  had  been  disembowelled  in  mid-air  and 
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only  fragments  of  them  had  reached  the  earth 
terrified.  There  was  no  moon.  It  was  hidden  by 
the  torn  clouds.  And  the  stars  shone  dimly  in 
twos  and  threes,  scattered  over  the  firmament. 

Between  two  hills,  sheltered  from  the  wind  and 
from  the  sea,  lay  the  seventeen  cabins  of  Rooruck. 
Their  thatched  roofs,  bound  with  thick  ropes  and 
laden  with  rocks,  shivered  but  remained  intact. 
The  whitewash  on  their  stone  walls  was  blackened. 
Their  doors  were  buttressed  with  stones  and  strips 
of  sacking.  Boards  nailed  into  the  wooden  frames 
covered  the  windows.  Here  and  there  men  stood 
at  their  gables  leaning  against  the  wind,  their  legs 
wide  apart,  their  red  lips  opened  outwards,  their 
yellow  teeth  bared,  their  oilskin  hats  bound  around 
their  heads  with  strings.  They  shouted  to  one 
another  from  long  distances,  talking  of  the  storm. 
Then  they  would  shrug  their  shoulders,  look  at 
their  thatch,  and  go  indoors  to  their  fires.  Women 
with  their  red  petticoats  thrown  over  their  heads 
hurried  to  the  well  for  water.  They  stopped  for 
a  moment  with  their  arms  akimbo  and  their  heads 
bent  sideways  close  together,  like  birds,  talking  in 
awe  of  the  storm  and  praising  God  who  had  not 
already  destroyed  them.  Then  night  advanced 
and  the  hamlet  was  still,  but  for  the  barking  of  the 
frightened  dogs. 

At  the  most  western  point  of  the  hamlet,  nearest 
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the  shore  and  the  sea,  Red  John’s  cabin  lay  hud¬ 
dled  against  the  bluff  of  the  hill.  Around  it  the 
wind  only  sighed  and  moaned,  for  none  but  stray 
blasts  reached  it,  blasts  that  had  wandered  from 
the  storm,  fallen  in  weariness  from  the  whirling 
coils  that  rushetheastwards  without  pausing  for 
breath.  But  the  sea-spray  .sometimes  struck  the 
door,  with  a  slow  falling  swish,  as  of  a  mountain 
of  loose  silk  being  crushed.  The  cries  of  the  sea¬ 
birds  that  whirled  about  it  sounded  dismally.  It 
was  as  if  the  lid  were  wrenched  from  the  mouth 
of  hell  and  the  wailing  of  the  damned  came  floating 
up  from  the  distant  caverns.  But  within  there  was 
warmth  and  peace,  heightened  by  the  storm  with¬ 
out.  In  the  kitchen  a  paraflin  lamp  burned  dimly 
on  the  wall,  its  flame  smoked  with  the  draught 
that  struck  it  from  the  chimney,  discolouring  the 
whitewashed  wall  behind  it.  On  the  open  hearth 
a  great  turf  fire  burned,  fanned  by  the  draught. 
Its  blaze  was  brighter  than  the  lamp.  Sometimes 
a  blue  snaky  column  shot  up  to  lick  the  soot,  that 
withered  before  it.  The  delf  on  the  dresser 
gleamed  in  the  half-light.  Among  the  sooty 
rafters,  where  the  earthen  covering  beneath  the 
thatch  hung  down  in  dried  lumps,  there  was  dark¬ 
ness.  And  in  the  corners  shadows  seemed  to  lurk. 

Red  John  sat  on  a  three-legged  stool  in  a  corner 
to  the  left  of  the  hearth,  lighting  his  clay  pipe  with 
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a  coal  that  he  had  taken  from  the  fire  in  a  tongs. 
His  red  sunburned  cheeks,  seen  through  his  red 
beard,  were  puffing  in  and  out  like  a  bellows  as  he 
sucked  at  the  pipe.  Then  he  dropped  the  coal 
into  the  fire  and  hit  the  dog  that  lay  beside  him  on 
the  hearth  with  the  tongs.  The  dog  whined  and 
looked  at  him.  But  presently  he  sidled  up  again 
and  stuck  his  nose  in  the  yellow  ashes.  He  sighed, 
and  the  outrush  of  his  breath  blew  the  ashes  up  on 
the  legs  of  Red  John’s  trousers.  Red  John  cursed 
and  struck  the  dog  on  the  side  with  his  raw-hide 
shoe.  The  dog  yelped  and  went  to  the  dresser  in 
two  bounds.  There  he  curled  up  and  dug  his 
snout  into  the  spot  where  he  had  been  kicked  as  if 
he  had  a  flea,  while  his  little  eyes  looked  at  Red 
John  viciously. 

Red  John’s  wife  sitting  in  the  opposite  corner 
looked  at  her  husband  and  curled  up  her  lips. 
Then  she  turned  to  the  dog,  cracked  her  fingers 
and  said  “Poor  doggie.”  She  did  not  feel  com¬ 
passion  for  the  cur  which  she  often  beat  herself, 
for  it  was  a  mangy  mongrel.  But  she  favoured  it 
because  her  husband  had  kicked  it.  The  cur  rose 
and  crept  over  to  her  almost  on  his  belly,  looking 
sideways  at  Red  John.  He  lay  by  her  lap  wagging 
his  tail  and  whining. 

“Huh!”  said  Red  John  as  he  struck  the  turf  fire 
with  his  shoe.  His  lips  opened  again  to  speak,  and 
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the  tendons  of  his  fingers  rose  in  ridges  on  the 
back  of  his  hands  as  if  he  were  about  to  strangle 
his  wife,  but  he  neither  spoke  nor  moved.  He  was 
afraid  to  strangle  her,  afraid  even  to  speak  to  her. 
They  hardly  ever  spoke  during  the  five  years  they 
were  married.  And  when  they  spoke,  they  spoke 
in  hissing  monosyllables.  Sometimes  they  sat  a 
whole  winter’s  evening  in  silence,  peering  into  the 
blaze.  They  hated  one  another.  Red  John,  crab- 
bit,  weak-featured  and  bandy-legged,  hated  and 
feared  Little  Mary  his  wife;  and  Little  Mary 
(so  called  because  she  was  the  tallest  woman  in 
Inverara)  hated  her  husband  and  despised  him. 

Little  Mary  looked  at  her  husband  again,  curled 
up  her  lips  and  opened  wide  her  nostrils.  “Fcha,” 
she  hissed,  her  hate  boiling  within  her.  She  hit 
the  dog  and  sent  him  away  from  her  to  the  dresser, 
and  gathering  her  black  cotton  shawl  around  her 
well-moulded  breasts,  she  looked  into  the  fire 
thinking. 

“What  is  she  thinking  of  now,  the  sorceress?” 
muttered  Red  John  to  himself.  She  was  always 
thinking  that  way,  sometimes  showing  her  white 
teeth  in  a  smile.  That  is  why  he  feared  her  so.  One 
could  never  know  what  was  passing  behind  her 
high  forehead.  Red  John  huddled  himself  down 
to  his  knees  and  brooded  on  his  folly  in  marry¬ 
ing  her.  Was  she  not  the  illegitimate  daughter 


of  Sir  Henry  Blake’s  housekeeper,  of  Blake  Castle 
on  the  mainland?  And  the  housekeeper  herself 
was  the  illegitimate  daughter  of  a  Breton  smuggler. 
The  peasants  knew  it  too,  and  often  twitted  him 
with  taking  a  bastard  woman  to  wife,  one,  too, 
with  Blake  blood  in  her.  Often,  when  he  was 
drinking  in  Mulligan’s  shebeen  in  Kilmurrage, 
a  man  would  whisper  in  his  ear,  “Is  it  true  that 
woman  of  yours  has  dirty  Blake  blood  in  her, 
Red  John?”  Then  Red  John  would  pull  off  his 
blue  woollen  shirt  and  dance  around  the  tavern 
floor,  offering  to  fight  the  whole  of  Inverara,  spit¬ 
ting  on  his  hands  between  oaths.  But  he  was  so 
weak  and  inconsequent  that  everybody  laughed 
at  him.  Even  the  small  boys,  when  he  passed 
them  on  his  shaggy  red  mountain  pony,  shouted 
after  him  “Empty  Breeks,”  the  deadliest  insult  to 
a  man  in  Inverara,  where  to  be  childless  was  to  be 
impotent. 

He  peered  across  over  his  red  beard  at  his  wife’s 
bosom.  The  right  side  of  his  face  distorted,  and 
his  right  hand  shot  into  the  pocket  of  his  waistcoat 
for  his  knife.  He  longed  to  drive  a  knife  down  to 
the  hilt  in  that  breast.  He  often  pictured  to  him¬ 
self  that  thrust  and  the  upward  gush  of  red  blood. 
He  would  lick  his  lips  as  if  he  were  drinking  it. 
But  he  was  afraid.  He  was  afraid.  He,  deformed 
himself,  was  afraid  of  touching  such  a  beautiful 
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thing,  such  well-moulded  breasts,  and  red  cheeks 
and  a  neck  like  clear  foam  and  grey  eyes  that  were 
always  looking  long  distances,  and  black  hair, 
straight  black,  rolled  in  a  huge  pile  on  her  head. 
She  was  so  different  from  any  other  woman  in 
Inverara.  “Curse  the  night  I  went  to  Ballycalla,” 
he  muttered.  He  had  gone  to  the  fair  at  Ballycalla 
on  the  mainland  with  his  uncle,  Sean  Mor  of  Coill- 
namhan,  and  Michael  the  Drake  of  Kilmillick. 
Little  Mary’s  mother  was  then  living  among  the 
peasants  after  Sir  Henry’s  death  in  France  and 
the  sale  of  his  property,  and  they  persuaded  Red 
John  to  ask  her  for  her  daughter’s  hand  in  mar¬ 
riage.  “Curse  the  lips  that  said  ‘yes,’  ”  he  mut¬ 
tered;  c‘don’t  make  your  house  on  a  hill;  don’t 
marry  a  beautiful  woman;  don’t  .  .  .  don’t  .  .  . 
don’t  .  .  .  may  the  devil  mince  her  bones.”  He 
was  thinking  of  the  wedding  night.  All  the  guests 
had  departed  drunk  and  singing,  and  he  had  tried 
to  embrace  her,  but  she  hit  him  on  the  forehead 
a  blow  that  sent  him  reeling  against  the  kitchen 
wall.  Then  she  went  to  bed  alone,  forcing  him  to 
sleep  on  a  pallet  in  a  corner  of  the  room.  And  in  all 
the  five  years  he  had  never  possessed  her. 
“Huh,”  he  cried,  gathering  fury,  as  he  recalled 
the  whole  weight  of  his  contumely.  “What  are 
you  sitting  there  for  like  a  dead  one?  Why  can’t 
you  speak  to  a  man?” 
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Little  Mary  smiled  scornfully  without  replying. 
Then  she  raised  the  hem  of  her  red  petticoat  to 
allow  the  flames  to  warm  her  shins,  or  perhaps  with 
feminine  spite  to  madden  her  husband’s  lust  with 
the  sight  of  her  well-shaped  calves. 

“You’re  not  a  man,”  she  said  carelessly  with  a 
contemptuous  shrug  of  her  shoulders. 

Red  John  fumed  and  chattered  impotently. 

She  bared  her  white  teeth,  threw  back  her  head 
slightly,  nearly  closed  her  eyes  until  the  tips  of  the 
long  lashes  almost  touched  her  cheekbones. 
“Um-m-m-m,”  she  said. 

Thousands  of  little  snakes  chased  up  and  down 
her  full  white  throat.  Then  her  lips  closed  over 
her  teeth  and,  opening  wide  her  eyes,  she  looked 
again  into  the  fire,  thinking. 

Men,  men,  men.  How  she  wanted  men,  never 
having  had  any  but  this  miserable  lout  of  a  hus¬ 
band,  already  beyond  his  youth  when  he  married 
her,  and  never  shapely.  The  blood  of  her  father, 
Blake,  the  aristocratic  gallant,  and  of  her  adven¬ 
turous,  fierce  grandfather,  Le  Cachet,  made  it 
impossible  for  her  to  love  a  peasant  like  her  hus¬ 
band,  or  any  of  the  peasants  she  saw  around  her 
in  Inverara.  They  were  too  coarse.  They  drank 
whisky  to  arouse  their  passion,  and  then  mated  like 
pigs  in  their  drunkenness.  And  the  longing  for 
love  burned  as  fiercely  within  her  during  those 
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five  years  that  it  broke  through  everything,  shame, 
fear,  modesty.  So  when  a  painter  had  come  from 
the  mainland  to  paint  the  breakers  beneath  the 
Hill  of  Fate,  she  had  smiled  at  him.  She  was 
gathering  seaweed  on  the  shore  with  her  husband 
when  she  saw  him  sitting  on  a  rock  with  his  easel. 
She  went  up  to  him  silently  and  looked  over  his 
shoulder.  Then  she  laughed.  “Paint  me  too,”  she 
cried,  “I  am  more  beautiful  than  the  sea!”  But  he 
was  a  stupid  Catholic  and  fled  from  her.  And  then, 
unable  to  find  love,  she  longed  for  a  son.  She 
would  sit  by  the  fire  and  imagine  that  a  son  was 
drinking  at  her  breast.  It  soothed  the  aching 
within  her.  She  actually  felt  the  impress  of  his 
toothless  gums  on  her  nipples.  And  the  blood 
would  course  madly  up  her  neck,  swelling  the 
veins  as  she  shivered  with  passion.  Often  .she 
rushed  from  the  cabin  on  a  summer  evening,  her 
bodice  open  at  the  neck,  her  light  shawl  across  her 
shoulders,  seeking  love,  but  the  young  men  who 
smiled  at  her  when  they  met  her  repelled  her. 
They  were  yokels  like  her  husband.  There  was  a 
salt  smell  from  their  bodies  and  their  breath  was 
fetid.  Even  Father  S — ,  who  tried  to  touch  her 
shoulder  once  in  the  confessional,  with  the  queer 
light  in  his  eyes  that  all  men  had  when  they  looked 
at  her,  repelled  her.  He  was  not  a  yokel,  but 
Ah!  she  wanted  a  fierce  man  and  .  .  . 
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A  great  wave  rolled  to  the  beach  at  the  rear.  Its 
wash  sent  a  shower  of  water  flying  against  the 
cabin.  It  fell  with  a  great  noise  against  the  door, 
and  the  cabin  shook  slightly.  Then  a  great  falling 
sound  came  like  thunder,  followed  by  a  tinkling 
reverberation  like  silver  coin  dancing  on  a  plate : 
another  rock  had  been  torn  by  the  sea  from  the 
Hill  of  Fate.  Red  John  started  and  rose  to  his 
feet. 

“The  cabin  will  be  swept  away  before  morning,” 
he  said. 

Little  Mary  shrugged  her  shoulders.  She  did 
not  care.  Then  Red  John  went  to  the  door  and 
opened  it,  and  she  saw  the  pitch  darkness  all 
around.  A  blast  of  wind  rushed  in  with  a  queru¬ 
lous  shriek,  spilt  a  jug  of  milk  on  the  dresser,  and 
then  died  with  a  gasp  as  the  door  shut.  She  started 
and,  bending  her  neck  backwards,  listened  to  the 
steady  roar  outside,  the  sea,  the  wind,  the  dogs, 
the  birds,  the  falling  walls,  the  driven  rain. 

Red  John  was  bolting  the  door.  “He  is  out  in 
that  storm,”  thought  Little  Mary.  Then  she 
peered  at  the  chimney,  her  eyes  gleaming,  the  tip 
of  her  tongue  licking  her  lower  lip.  Her  bosom 
and  neck  heaved  as  if  somebody  were  trying  to 
choke  her.  The  hardness  left  her  face,  as  if  she 
were  eager  to  be  choked.  She  was  thinking  now  of 
the  man  who  had  been  in  the  cabin  for  the  last 
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seven  days.  That  night  week  he  had  come  with 
her  husband  from  Kilmurrage.  “I  want  to  be  left 
alone,”  he  said,  as  he  threw  two  suitcases  on  the 
kitchen  floor.  Great  God,  what  a  man  he  was  i 
They  said  that  the  doctors  had  told  him  to  come  to 
Inverara  as  a  cure  for  his  nerves.  He  had  been  in 
the  wars.  At  least  so  the  people  said.  He  had 
never  spoken  to  her  yet,  or  even  looked  at  her 
except  as  an  automaton  who  served  his  meals  and 
made  his  bed.  Everybody  called  him  the  “Stran¬ 
ger,”  but  Seameen  Derrane’s  daughter,  who 
worked  in  Shaughnessy’s  hotel  in  Kilmurrage, 
where  he  had  stayed  the  first  three  days  after  his 
arrival  in  Inverara,  said  that  his  name  was  Fergus 
O’Connor,  and  that  he  belonged  to  Ashcragh  on 
the  mainland,  the  little  town  south  of  the  Head  of 
Crom.  They  said  too  that  he  was  mad,  and-  had 
no  religion.  But  she  did  not  care  what  they  said. 
He  was  the  kind  of  man  she  wanted.  His  great 
black  eyes  pierced  her  like  a  wolfhound’s,  when  he 
bent  his  forehead  into  furrows  and  his  eyebrows 
contracted.  And  what  a  mouth  he  had!  O  God 
of  the  thousand  battles,  it  was  the  kind  of  mouth 
she  had  kissed  in  her  dreams,  kissed  until  her  lips 
were  bruised.  Long  straight  quivering  lips!  Of 
course  he  was  thin  and  haggard,  but  all  men  were 
thin  and  haggard  who  lived  hard.  Why  should 
men  not  live  hard?  Her  own  people  had  always 


lived  hard.  Her  father  had  lived  hard.  Was  not 
her  grandfather,  Le  Cachet  the  Breton,  shot  dur¬ 
ing  a  drunken  orgy  in  a  brothel  in  the  South  of 
France?  All  real  men  lived  hard,  not  slothfully 
like  pigs,  as  her  husband  lived,  but  wildly,  like 
the  storm  that  has  no  morals  and  recognizes  no 
laws,  but  ruthlessly  rushes  forward  and  yet  is 
beautiful  in  its  ferocity. 

Once  she  had  touched  his  right  hand  below  the 
wrist  while  handing  him  a  cup  of  tea,  and  .  .  . 
Virgin  Mary,  what  a  sensation!  She  had  to  turn 
away  her  head  to  hide  her  blushes.  Would  he  never 
notice  her?  Perhaps  he  despised  her  as  a  peasant. 
Of  course  he  was  different.  His  hands  were 
smooth  and  refined,  and  his  face,  in  spite  of  the 
brown  beard  he  was  growing,  was  like  her  father’s 
face.  It  had  that  peculiar  expression  in  it  that 
peasants  did  not  have,  as  if  it  were  concealing  some¬ 
thing.  “I  will  make  him  look  at  me,”  she  panted. 
“There  will  be  wreckage  to-night,”  said  Red  John, 
jumping  to  his  feet.  “Get  me  my  things  ready. 
Sean  Mor  said  he  would  come  for  me  to  go  to  the 
shore.  Get  my  things,  I  say,  woman,”  he  shouted, 
stamping  on  the  floor. 

She  rose  without  speaking.  It  was  as  well  to 
obey  him.  In  Inverara  all  women  obeyed  their 
husbands  even  though  they  hated  and  despised 
them.  It  was  a  custom,  and  customs  are  stronger 
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than  desires.  She  took  a  pair  of  old  patched  frieze 
trousers  from  a  nail  on  the  back  door  and  threw 
them  in  the  centre  of  the  floor.  On  top  of  them 
she  threw  a  heavy  blue  frieze  shirt,  an  oilskin  hat, 
a  pair  of  raw-hide  shoes,  a  waistcoat,  a  pair  of 
woollen  socks  and  a  red  muffler.  She  put  half  an 
oaten  loaf  in  a  handkerchief.  She  made  tea  and 
put  it  in  a  tin  can.  She  tied  a  flannel  cloth  around 
the  can  to  keep  it  warm.  Then  she  sat  again  by 
the  fire. 

Red  John  took  the  clothes  and  went  into  the 
room  on  the  right  to  dress  himself.  Little  Mary 
was  listening  now  for  the  sounds  of  footsteps.  She 
was  expecting  the  Stranger  to  come  in  any  mo¬ 
ment.  How  delicious  it  was  to  be  expecting  him. 
And  she  would  be  alone  with  him  to-night  while 
her  husband  was  away.  She  started  as  a  loud 
knock  came  to  the  door.  She  jumped  up  eagerly 
and  unbarred  it.  But  it  was  only  Sean  Mor,  her 
husband’s  uncle.  The  great  bulk  of  the  fisherman 
stalked  into  the  middle  of  the  kitchen,  shaking 
the  rain  from  his  clothes  and  stamping  on  the  floor, 
crying  that  it  was  the  worst  night  for  forty  years. 
He  shuffled  to  a  stool  by  the  fire,  leaving  wet  foot¬ 
prints  on  the  earthen  floor.  Then  he  began  to 
talk  in  a  loud  voice  to  his  nephew  who  was  still  in 
the  room. 

Little  Mary  sat  by  the  fire  again.  She  knew  Sean 
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Mor  was  looking  at  her  with  his  mind  as  he  talked 
with  his  lips,  leering  with  those  small  eyes  of  his. 
He  was  fifty,  but  strong  and  hardy,  living  on  the 
sea,  and  his  wife  was  a  thin  consumptive  woman. 
Once  he  had  tried  to  seize  Little  Mary,  crying 
with  a  coarse  guffaw,  “Now,  if  it  were  I  who  were 
living  with  you,  there  would  be  little  voices  in  the 
house.”  How  hateful  he  was,  with  the  tobacco 
stains  on  his  beard  and  the  black  dirt  beneath  his 
gnarled  nails. 

“Well,”  said  Red  John,  coming  from  the  room 
and  taking  his  can  of  tea,  “in  the  Name  of  God, 
let  us  go.”  They  sprinkled  holy  water  on  them¬ 
selves  and  said  “In  the  Name  of  the  Father”  as 
they  crossed  their  breasts.  The  rain  swept  side¬ 
ways  into  the  kitchen  as  they  went.  Then  the 
door  banged,  the  lamp  flickered,  and  there  was 
silence.  The  dog  smelt  the  door  and  then  curled 
up  by  the  fire  on  Red  John’s  stool. 

Little  Mary  was  excited  now.  She  was  con¬ 
stantly  shivering.  Her  passion  surged  up  into  her 
throat.  She  tripped  around  tidying  the  kitchen, 
her  hips  swaying  like  a  dancer’s.  She  combed  her 
long  black  hair  and  put  a  ribbon  in  it.  She  turned 
around  and  around  in  front  of  the  mirror  by  the 
lamp.  She  fidgeted,  standing  in  front  of  the  fire. 
She  blushed  as  she  toyed  with  the  breast  of  her 
bodice.  Then  she  gasped  and  put  her  hands  to 
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her  heart  as  she  heard  footsteps  coming  around 
the  gable-end.  She  had  opened  the  door  before 
the  knock  came. 

As  the  Stranger  entered,  he  stumbled  against 
her,  buffeted  by  the  storm.  “I  beg  your  pardon,” 
he  said  gently,  and  half-turned  to  her  before  he 
stopped  short  as  if  he  remembered  that  he  had 
committed  an  indecency,  and  his  face  set  again  in 
a  scowl.  Little  Mary  curtsied  and  smiled. 

The  Stranger  went  to  the  centre  of  the  room  and 
commenced  to  take  off  his  dripping  oilskin  coat. 
Little  Mary  paused,  half-ashamed  to  help  him  until 
he  called  sharply,  “Come,  give  me  a  hand,  please.” 
As  his  face  turned  to  her  in  the  half-light,  she 
could  see  that  he  was  intoxicated,  but  she  was  not 
afraid  of  that.  It  seemed  to  her  to  be  natural  that 
her  man  should  drink.  Drink  made  men  wild,  and 
wildness  was  of  the  sea  and  of  all  things  that  were 
passionate  and  strong  and  beautiful.  She  took  the 
coat  gently  from  his  shoulders  and  hung  it  on  a 
nail.  The  Stranger,  muttering  something,  kicked 
a  stool  to  the  front  of  the  fire,  sat  down  with  a  thud 
and  spread  his  hands  to  the  blaze. 

“Will  you  have  your  supper  now?”  she  asked. 

He  looked  around  at  her  contemptuously.  “Sup¬ 
per?”  he  said.  “Oh  yes.  Why  not?  I’m  not  hun¬ 
gry.  Yes,  of  course  I  will.” 

As  she  passed  him  going  to  and  from  the  fire 
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preparing  supper,  she  kept  looking  at  him,  eager 
to  speak  and  unable  to  begin.  She  was  hoping  that 
he  would  begin.  After  that  it  would  be  easy.  But 
the  Stranger  kept  silent.  He  had  drunk  several 
glasses  of  whisky  in  Derrane’s  shebeen,  and  the 
whisky  had  made  him  gloomy  and  depressed,  as  it 
always  does  with  men  whose  souls  are  troubled. 
He  kept  looking  into  the  fire,  furrowing  his  fore¬ 
head,  twitching  his  nostrils  and  cracking  the  fin¬ 
gers  of  his  right  hand  restlessly.  His  face,  lit  up 
by  the  firelight,  was  as  pale  as  the  face  of  a  corpse, 
and  the  high  cheekbones  seemed  to  be  straining 
against  the  skin  like  the  ribs  of  an  old  cab-horse. 
His  spine  was  distinct  through  the  back  of  his 
coat  as  he  sat  leaning  forward  from  the  hips.  But 
his  eyes  were  wild  and  fierce.  They  would  have 
kept  a  strong  man  away  in  fear  from  the  wrecked 
body  that  encompassed  them.  They  stared  in¬ 
tently,  and  the  lashes  never  blinked  over  them. 
But  the  brows  kept  contracting. 

He  sat  trying  to  think,  but  the  whisky  made 
thought  incoherent  and  illusory.  The  whining  of 
the  wind  seemed  to  enter  his  brain. 

“Are  there  eggs  for  me,  Mary?”  he  said  with  a 
start,  eager  to  busy  himself  with  the  world  about 
him  to  prevent  the  mad  rush  of  past  memories 
that  he  felt  were  coming.  They  always  came  when 
he  sat  thinking. 
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“Yes,  there  are.” 

“Oh,  well,  I  don’t  want  them.” 

“But  you  must  eat,”  said  Little  Mary.  “A  person 
must  eat  to  live  in  this  weather.” 

He  looked  at  her,  about  to  argue  with  her,  but  he 
remembered  that  she  was  a  peasant.  She  would 
not  understand.  He  laughed  and  looked  at  the 
fire  again.  “All  right,  Mary,  I’ll  eat  them.”  Of 
course  it  would  be  ridiculous  to  talk  to  her.  What 
in  the  name  of  the  devil  did  she  know  about  life? 
And  why  should  he  want  to  talk  to  people  about 
important  things,  about  life?  He  had  come  to 
Inverara  to  get  rid  of  important  things,  of  life. 
But  was  life  important? 

He  clenched  his  hands  and  gritted  his  teeth  to 
kill  those  hateful  thoughts  that  began  to  rush  into 
his  mind  like  a  shower  of  bullets  fired  in  rapid 
succession.  He  moved  his  stool  back  from  the 
fire  with  a  nervous  gesture,  but  the  draught  be¬ 
tween  the  chimney  and  the  door  caught  him,  and 
he  moved  up  again  with  a  muttered  oath.  He 
began  to  tremble  with  rage.  A  dog  began  to  bark 
in  a  cabin  to  the  right.  The  roar  of  the  sea  became 
distinct  and  separate  from  the  other  sounds.  He 
gasped  and  let  his  body  go  lax.  He  couldn’t  resist 
his  thoughts.  He  couldn’t  govern  them.  With  his 
lips  wide  open  and  a  kind  of  wondering  expression 
in  his  eyes  he  stared  into  the  fire.  Immediately 
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something  began  to  throb  in  his  brain,  like  a 
motor,  jumping  back  into  the  past.  Then  a  door 
seemed  to  open  -  the  door  of  his  memory.  It 
opened  with  a  snap.  As  a  whirlwind  catches  up 
suddenly  a  heap  of  snow,  just  around  the  bend  of 
a  mountain  road,  and  lashes  the  countless  flakes 
round  and  round  in  the  air,  the  bulk  remaining 
together  in  a  winding  column  that  rises  higher 
and  higher,  while  stray  flakes  drop  from  the  white 
cloud,  stand  still  for  a  moment  and  then  fall  into 
the  valley  beneath,  so  visions  of  his  thirty  years  of 
life  whirled  round  and  round  in  the  cell  of  his 
memory.  One  of  them  would  break  loose,  pause 
for  a  moment  at  the  door  and  then  vanish.  They 
did  not  come  in  the  order  of  time  or  importance. 
They  did  not  even  seem  to  bear  any  relation  to 
himself.  In  fact,  he  could  see  himself  as  if  he 
were  a  stranger. 

First  he  saw  himself,  a  boy  of  twelve  years,  sit¬ 
ting  in  a  brake  with  a  score  of  other  boys,  some 
older  than  himself,  some  the  same  age.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  knickerbocker  suit  with  a  belt  down 
the  back  of  the  jacket,  a  school  cap  on  his  head,  a 
cutaway  starched  collar  over  his  jacket.  Beside 
him  sat  a  rosy-cheeked  priest,  with  huge  red 
hands,  and  his  clerical  waistcoat  stained  withsnuflF. 
The  brake  was  approaching  a  large  dome-shaped 
marble  gate,  with  a  large  bronze  cross  over  it. 
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All  the  boys  were  silent,  some  smoking  cigarettes. 
“Ha,  ha!”  laughed  the  priest,  “this  is  the  Pearly 
Gate,  my  boys.  No  smoking  allowed  in  Heaven.” 
And  as  the  brake  scratched  its  way  over  the  granite 
dust  in  through  the  school-gate,  the  boys  with  a 
sigh  threw  their  cigarettes  on  the  huge  pile  of 
other  cigarettes  that  lay  to  the  left  of  the  gate, 
under  the  niche  that  held  a  statue  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin. 

That  picture  vanished.  There  was  a  hum  in  his 
ears,  and  another  picture  stood  out  like  a  little  red 
star.  He  saw  himself  as  an  infant,  sprawling 
naked  in  his  mother’s  lap.  Black  clouds  were 
forming  far  away  from  his  eyes,  and  then  they 
approached  nearer  and  nearer  until  they  became 
little  red  spots.  He  was  crying  from  fear.  He 
was  afraid  of  his  mother.  He  could  see  a  queer 
look  in  her  eyes  above  him  as  he  lay  on  his 
back.  She  was  fondling  his  naked  toes,  but 
she  was  laughing  boisterously  at  the  same  time 
and  talking  shortly  to  an  old  woman  who  was 
mixing  punch  at  the  table.  Then  that  picture 
merged  into  another,  in  which  he  himself  did  not 
figure.  It  was  his  home,  a  square  grey  building, 
with  a  garden  in  front,  white  blinds  drawn  on  the 
upper  windows,  and  the  yellow  chimney-pots  dis¬ 
coloured  with  black  soot.  Voices  were  coming 
from  the  dining-room.  His  mother  was  shrieking, 
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“Oh  then,  oh  then,  oh  then!  Are  you  going  to 
murder  me,  John?  Can’t  I  take  a  drop  of  brandy 
for  my  rheumatism?  Oh  then,  oh  then,  oh  then!” 
Then  his  father  came  out  and  banged  the  door 
behind  him.  He  walked  down  the  gravel  path 
to  the  gate,  his  left  hand  in  his  pocket,  his  right 
hand  stroking  his  brown  beard,  his  grey  cloth  hat 
pulled  down  over  his  eyes,  a  melancholy  expression 
in  his  face,  his  full  red  lips  twitching.  Next  came 
a  vision  of  himself,  at  seventeen,  standing  over  his 
mother’s  corpse.  His  father’s  hand  was  on  his 
shoulder,  the  fingers  clasping  the  shoulder-blade 
spasmodically.  “Fergus,”  said  his  father,  “pro¬ 
mise  me  now  that  you  will  never  forget  how  .  .  .” 
And  then  the  voice  faded  as  he  heard  the  parish 
priest  denounce  his  father  from  the  altar  as  an 
atheist,  ordering  his  parishioners  under  pain  of 
excommunication  to  keep  their  children  from 
Mr.  O’Connor’s  school. 

“I  should  love  to  see  that  priest  dying  of  cancer,” 
the  Stranger  muttered  aloud. 

Then  came  his  father’s  death.  It  was  a  back 
room,  in  one  of  those  drab  streets  off  the  South 
Circular  Road  in  Dublin.  He  himself,  then  an 
enthusiastic  youth  of  twenty,  a  brilliant  student 
at  the  University,  chaste,  studious,  supporting 
his  father  by  clerical  work  in  the  evening  in  a 
newspaper  office,  while  he  maintained  himself  at 
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college  with  scholarships,  was  holding  his  father  s 
hand,  comforting  him,  telling  him  he  would  be 
happy  and  prosperous  yet.  And  the  old  man 
shook  his  head  and  said,  “I  wonder,  Fergus,  is 
their  hell  as  cruel  as  life?” 

“Oh,  damn  it!”  cried  the  Stranger,  striking  his 
forehead  with  his  clenched  fist. 

Little  Mary  started  and  looked  at  him  tenderly. 
“Keep  away  from  the  fire,”  she  said,  “until  you 
have  eaten  your  supper.  Food  will  settle  your 
stomach.  The  heat  goes  badly  with  whisky.” 

Ha !  Now  the  visions  became  more  comfortable. 
He  could  recognize  himself  as  he  was  now.  He 
was  alone  in  the  world,  scoffing  at  the  world. 
There  was  his  first  night  at  a  music-hall.  What  a 
strange  effect  that  had  on  him !  When  he  saw  the 
women,  half-naked,  displaying  their  plump  limbs 
sensuously  as  they  glided  up  and  down  the  stage, 
he  almost  went  mad  with  suppressed  passion.  He 
was  then  twenty-one  and  had  never  touched  drink 
or  knew  women.  That  night  after  the  theatre  he 
tasted  both. 

“Of  course.  Why  not?”  he  said  aloud. 

“What’s  that?”  said  Little  Mary,  as  she  laid  a  cup 
and  saucer  on  the  table. 

“Oh,  nothing,”  grumbled  the  Stranger. 

Little  Mary  shuddered  and  thought  that  it  might 
have  been  the  wind  she  heard.  It  sometimes 
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seemed  to  talk  with  a  human  voice  when  it  whis¬ 
tled  around  the  western  gable  of  the  cabin,  where 
the  thatch  rubbed  between  the  two  round  stones 
that  held  the  manilla  ropes  to  the  roof.  Or  it 
might  have  been  the  Wave  of  Destiny  that  roared 
distantly  off  the  Fountain  Hole.  People  said  there 
was  an  underground  palace  there,  submerged  for 
thousands  of  years.  Dead  warriors  feasted  there 
in  winter  and  the  sound  of  their  banquet  music 
was  carried  by  the  wind  over  the  sea,  to  drive 
lonely  women  crazy  with  longing  for  love.  She 
sighed  and  brushed  the  Stranger’s  elbow  as  she 
passed  him  to  the  fire. 

The  Stranger  shivered  inwardly  as  he  felt  her 
body  touch  his.  He  turned  his  head  slowly  to 
look  at  her.  As  she  bent  over  the  fire,  with  the 
fire-glow  on  her  cheeks,  she  looked  beautiful  to 
him.  But  she  did  not  arouse  his  passion.  For  him 
it  was  like  looking  at  a  statue. 

“Women  are  a  curse,”  he  muttered.  “No,  no. 
Not  a  curse,  but  the  playthings  of  folly,  dis¬ 
used.  .  . 

With  a  snap  the  motor  in  his  brain  began  to  purr 
again.  Again  a  picture  eddied  out  of  the  mass  of 
memories  and  stood  still.  It  was  the  picture  of 
the  night  with  his  first  woman.  She  became  dis¬ 
tinct  for  a  moment,  beautiful  eyes  burning  like 
coals  in  the  wreck  of  a  beautiful  face,  a  loose  soiled 
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dressing-gown  with  a  fleshless  collar-bone  show¬ 
ing  at  the  open  neck.  Then  the  woman  vanished 
as  she  held  out  her  thin  hands  and  said,  “Are  you 
leaving  me  so  soon,  dearie?”  He  himself  became 
distinct,  wandering  through  back  streets,  tearing 
his  hair,  cursing  himself,  feeling  his  body  un¬ 
clean,  begging  the  earth  to  open  up  and  devour 
him.  Then  a  whole  series  of  pictures  came  with 
a  rush,  crowding  one  over  the  other.  That  was 
his  year  of  debauch  before  he  joined  the  army. 
At  last  the  pictures  joined  together  and  formed 
into  one.  He  saw  himself  standing  outside  a  re¬ 
cruiting  office,  down  at  heel,  in  a  tattered  coat, 
with  sunken  cheeks.  Then  a  monstrous  picture 
came,  distorted  like  a  madman’s  fancy.  It  was  a 
vast  plain  without  a  tree  or  a  blade  of  grass,  pock¬ 
marked  with  shell  holes,  covered  with  rotting 
corpses.  He  could  see  the  vermin  crawling  on  the 
dead  lips.  And  he  smiled.  That  picture  did  not 
accuse  himself.  It  accused  the  world  that  he  hated. 
“Just  think  of  it,”  he  muttered,  “I  spent  three 
years  in  that  hell.  Great  God!” 

He  smiled  as  he  saw  himself  wandering  around 
the  world  for  two  years  after  the  war,  trying  to  find 
somewhere  to  rest  -  Canada,  the  Argentine,  South 
Africa.  “What  a  blasted  fool  I  was!  As  if  there 
were  any  rest  for  a  man  in  this  world!”  And  then, 
worse  still,  he  saw  himself  back  again  in  Dublin, 
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burrowing  in  the  bowels  of  philosophy,  trying  to 
find  consolation  one  day  in  religion,  next  day  in 
anarchism,  next  day  in  Communism,  and  rejecting 
everything  as  empty,  false  and  valueless.  And  at 
last,  despairing  of  life,  flying  from  it  as  from  an 
ogre  that  was  torturing  him,  he  had  come  to 
Inverara. 

He  jumped  to  his  feet,  and  with  his  hands  behind 
his  back  he  began  to  stalk  up  and  down  the  floor, 
muttering  disjointedly : 

“Honour,  civilization  ...  eh  ...  all  rot  ..  .  cul¬ 
ture  be  damned  ...  all  the  culture  in  the  world 
.  .  .  prostitution  and  hypocrisy  .  .  .  only  thing  is 
to  live  like  a  beast  without  thought  .  .  .  not  to 
give  a  damn  .  .  .” 

“Your  supper  is  ready,”  said  Little  Mary. 

He  had  forgotten  his  supper,  and  he  felt  no  desire 
to  eat.  Still,  he  had  no  energy  to  refuse  it.  What 
did  it  matter,  anyway,  he  thought,  whether  he  ate 
or  did  not  eat?  “In  the  world  men  make  revolu¬ 
tions  in  order  to  eat.  How  ridiculous !”  He  took  a 
seat  at  the  deal  table.  He  broke  an  egg  and  tasted 
it. 

“Drink  the  tea  first,”  said  Little  Mary.  “It  will 
do  you  good.” 

“Oh,  for  God’s  sake,  woman,  let  me  alone.  How 
do  you  know  what’s  good  or  bad?” 

Mary  almost  dropped  the  kettle  she  was  taking 
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from  the  hearth.  She  whirled  around  like  a  tigress. 
Her  eyes  blazed.  He  had  sworn  at  her.  Her  lips 
went  white.  Her  husband  had  often  sworn  at 
her.  The  men  around  Rooruck  always  swore  at 
their  women  and  often  beat  them.  But  she  had 
expected  that  this  man  would  have  been  refined. 
He  had  insulted  her!  She  forgot  that  she  was  a 
peasant.  Her  father’s  blood  boiled  in  her.  The 
hand  holding  the  kettle  shivered.  Then  her  anger 
fled  in  a  flash.  Instead  she  felt  a  throbbing  of  her 
breast.  It  hurt  her,  as  fire  hurts  a  numbed  hand. 
The  Stranger  had  looked  at  her  fiercely,  and  before 
his  stare  her  anger  had  changed  into  the  hunger 
of  love.  She  felt  a  physical  pain  as  if  he  had  beaten 
her  with  a  stick.  It  was  more  cruel  than  that.  He 
had  burnt  her  with  his  tongue  and  his  eyes  had 
drawn  the  sting  from  her  body,  leaving  it  numb. 
She  sighed.  Her  breast  heaved  and  her  eyes 
dimmed  with  sadness  looking  into  his.  They  said, 
“Come,  you  may  kill  me.  I  am  yours.” 

He  looked  at  her  through  the  mist  that  the 
whisky  raised  before  his  eyes,  and  thought  that 
she  was  a  cocotte  ogling  him.  He  could  see  her 
only  at  a  far  distance.  Between  his  eyes  and  hers 
there  were  a  host  of  visions  —  his  mother,  his  father, 
his  youth  that  was  pure,  his  debauched  manhood, 
and  the  horrors  of  war.  All  these  visions  told  him 
that  she  was  a  cocotte ,  “like  all  women,”  that  she 
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would  look  at  all  men  as  she  looked  at  him.  Be¬ 
yond  these  visions  was  the  beauty  of  her  sad  eyes 
and  her  swelling  white  throat.  That  beauty  at¬ 
tracted  him.  But  his  soul,  enraged  with  his  sordid 
past,  hissed  at  the  beauty  and  scowled,  persuading 
itself  that  the  woman  was  repulsive,  “like  all 
women.” 

“I  won’t  let  the  slut  drag  me  back  to  life,”  he 
muttered,  savagely  eating  his  griddle  cake. 

And  Little  Mary  moved  about  the  kitchen  ex¬ 
citedly,  watching  him  without  looking  at.  him. 
“He  has  trouble  on  his  mind,”  she  thought.  “1 
will  wait.  Wait,  wait,  wait  for  ever.” 

The  Stranger  finished  his  meal  and  sat  again  in 
front  of  the  fire.  Little  Mary  cleared  the  table  and 
sat  in  the  corner  beside  him  looking  into  the  fire. 
And  then  he  began  to  feel  her  presence  drawing 
him  towards  her  again.  His  mind  was  bored.  It 
was  his  body  that  was  excited.  It  was  an  ugly  ex¬ 
citement  that  filled  his  mind  with  repulsion.  He 
struggled  against  it,  but  it  remained.  Then  he 
looked  at  her  with  the  look  in  his  eyes  that  all  men 
had  when  they  looked  at  her.  She  shuddered. 
The  accumulated  passion  of  years  was  burning  in 
her  and  she  was  eager  for  his  love.  And  yet  she 
began  to  feel  afraid.  She  did  not  see  the  light  of 
love  in  his  eyes.  She  wanted  him  for  ever.  And 
that  hot  passion  in  his  face  was  like  what  she  saw 
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in  all  men’s  faces.  It  was  lust.  He  had  arisen  from 
his  stool  and  was  moving  slowly  towards  her,  his 
hands  shaking. 

“No,  no,”  she  cried  with  her  lips,  as  her  body 
moved  towards  his.  “No,  no.  I  .  .  .  I  .  .  .  don’t.” 

He  swore  as  he  grasped  her  shoulders,  and  then 
there  was  a  loud  roar  that  sent  them  both  to  their 
feet  gasping. 

The  cabin  shook.  Thunder  crashed  across  the 
heavens.  The  slits  between  the  boards  on  the 
windows  were  bright  with  the  forked  lightning. 
The  sound  came  rumbling  from  east  to  west 
louder  and  louder,  as  if  each  peal  gave  birth  in  its 
passage  to  a  peal  louder  than  itself.  Through  the 
sound  of  the  thunder  came  the  screech  of  the  wind. 
And  the  sea  roared  monotonously  like  a  hungry 
lion.  The  air  was  full  of  sound. 

The  Stranger  stood  transfixed  by  the  fire.  Little 
Mary  stood  beside  him  looking  up  at  him,  careless 
of  the  storm.  Then  she  threw  her  arms  around 
his  neck  and  pressed  close  to  him  feigning  fear. 
“Protect  me,”  she  murmured. 

He  thrust  her  gently  from  him  and  went  to  the 
centre  of  the  floor  trembling.  He  felt  that  the 
thunder  had  clapped  as  a  warning  to  him.  It 
warned  him  against  falling  a  victim  to  passion. 
So  God  might  have  warned  a  hermit  monk  of  old. 
He  became  full  of  self-pity.  He  told  himself  that 
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the  whole  world  was  in  arms  against  him,  drag¬ 
ging  him  back  again  into  the  torture  from  which 
he  had  fled.  Even  here,  to  the  desolate  bleak  fast¬ 
ness  of  Rooruck,  the  wickedness  of  the  world  had 
pursued  him.  These  passions  and  desires  of  the 
flesh  were  ugly  and  futile.  Passion  belonged  to 
young  men,  full  of  the  enthusiasm  of  youth.  It 
belonged  to  the  chattering  mob.  He  was  dead  to 
it.  He  had  heaped  huge  rocks  on  its  grave. 
“Ye-ah,”  he  said,  baring  his  teeth.  A  demoniac 
look  came  into  his  eyes.  Then  his  stomach  turned. 
He  went  stumbling  to  the  door  and  out  into  the 
night. 

Little  Mary  dropped  into  her  seat  by  the  fire. 
Her  bosom  heaved  with  sobs.  She  bit  her  finger, 
trying  to  think  what  was  the  matter  with  her.  Her 
body  felt  as  if  pins  were  being  stuck  through  every 
pore  of  her  skin.  The  soles  of  her  feet  itched. 
“Virgin  Mary,”  she  kept  saying,  “what  is  coming 
over  me?  I  love  him,  I  love  him.” 

She  could  not  look  at  him  when  he  came  in.  She 
wanted  to  be  alone  with  this  wonderful  thing  that 
had  seized  her  body.  She  wanted  to  master  it. 

He  stood  at  the  door  dripping  with  rain,  his  black 
hair  in  a  matted  mass  about  his  face.  Nothing  of 
his  face  was  visible  but  his  bloodshot  black  eyes 
staring  wildly.  His  bosom  heaved  as  he  hiccupped. 
Then  he  stumbled  to  his  room,  tore  off  his  clothes, 
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and  fell  on  the  bed.  In  a  moment  he  was  fast 
asleep.  His  passion  died  and  left  him  as  helpless 
as  death,  for  in  winter  all  things  die  that  live  in 
summer. 

But  even  in  winter  morning  brings  life  and 
motion.  It  is  a  glorious  motion  to  the  strong, 
that  winter  movement  of  life  in  Inverara.  It 
makes  the  body  feel  clean  and  the  mind  strong,  as 
if  it  were  bound  with  laths  of  steel.  But  for  the 
weak,  of  body  or  of  mind,  it  is  a  torture.  The  sun 
rose  in  the  east,  dim  and  sour,  with  a  veil  over  its 
face.  It  sank  again  in  the  west  without  warming 
the  earth.  The  birds  were  silent,  hiding  in  their 
holes,  or  fled  to  the  mainland  over  the  sea,  sitting 
on  the  masts  of  ships,  searching  the  south  and  the 
sun.  The  sea  moved  mightily.  At  times  it  rested, 
green  and  bilious,  between  two  battles.  And  the 
wind  whined  when  the  sea  was  resting.  Every¬ 
where  in  Inverara  there  was  death  on  the  ground 
and  above  it.  The  people  went  about  clad  in  their 
heavy  frieze,  talking  in  low  voices.  At  night  they 
sat  in  the  shebeens  and  around  their  own  hearths 
telling  stories  of  wrecks  and  drowning  and  death. 
Even  sin  had  fled,  for  sin  is  born  of  the  languorous 
passion  of  summer,  and  of  the  cold  gritty  breezes 
of  spring. 

Little  Mary,  her  soul  strong  like  the  fierce  soul 
of  winter,  was  happy.  She  had  found  a  man  to 
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love.  He  had  spurned  her.  What  of  it?  So  did 
the  sea  spurn  in  winter  and  caress  in  spring  and 
love  in  summer.  What  of  it?  She  sang  as  she 
milked  her  cow  in  the  morning.  She  sang  as  she 
went  to  the  village  well  for  water.  The  peasant 
women  noticed  her  joy  and  began  to  whisper 
among  themselves  and  point  fingers  at  her.  “O 
wife  of  Red  John,”  they  would  say  to  her,  with 
mock  anxiety  and  a  vicious  gleam  in  their  eyes, 
“what  kind  of  man  is  he  who  is  lodging  in  your 
house?”  “They  say  he  is  mad  from  the  wars  ;  be¬ 
ware  of  him,”  whispered  another.  “How  hand¬ 
some  he  is!  Does  he  talk  to  you  nicely?”  whis¬ 
pered  another.  And  they  would  all  laugh.  And 
Little  Mary,  careless  of  their  chatter,  would  throw 
back  her  head  and  laugh,  her  throat  swelling  like 
the  throat  of  a  singing  thrush.  Her  husband  be¬ 
gan  to  look  fearfully  at  her  and  say  to  himself : 
“What  has  come  to  the  woman?  Eh,  Red  John, 
what  has  come  to  her?” 

To  the  Stranger  those  days  were  a  torture.  After¬ 
wards  they  remained  only  as  a  blur  on  his  memory, 
the  blur  that  rises  before  the  mind  when  the 
fumes  of  chloroform  are  sucked  up  the  nostrils  as 
if  mountains  were  crowding  up  to  crush  one’s  life, 
with  loud  awe-inspiring  sounds.  In  the  morning 
he  would  walk  up  and  down  the  crag  overlooking 
the  Hill  of  Fate.  His  figure  stooped.  His  head 
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was  thrust  forward  between  his  shoulders.  His 
lips  were  compressed.  There  was  a  scowl  on  his 
face  that  terrified  people  who  saw  him.  Often  the 
small  boys  of  the  village  peeped  at  him  through 
the  holes  in  the  stone  fence  that  runs  parallel  to 
the  cliff.  But  their  mothers  would  drive  them 
away  saying,  “Lord  have  mercy  on  us.  It’s  a  curse 
is  on  his  soul.  Father  Shannon,  may  God  be  good 
to  the  poor  man,  was  the  same  way  after  they 
unfrocked  him.” 

Then  another  terrific  night  of  storm  came.  A 
Norwegian  barque  was  wrecked  off  the  Head  of 
Crom  and  all  her  crew  were  drowned.  Sheep  and 
goats  were  killed  on  the  crags  by  the  storm.  The 
bleak  morning  saw  the  peasants  of  Rooruck  quar¬ 
relling  on  the  shore,  up  to  their  necks  in  the  huge 
breakers,  grabbing  at  the  planks  and  spars  of  the 
wrecked  ship.  The  Stranger  watched  them,  horri¬ 
fied,  watching  the  living  looting  the  house  of  the 
dead.  Then  he  strode  eastward  to  the  cliffs.  The 
storm  of  the  night  still  raged.  The  salt  spray 
whirled  past  him,  climbing  the  two  hundred  feet 
from  the  sea  in  one  light  leap.  The  thundering 
waves  rolled  beneath  madly.  They  rolled  gaily, 
advancing,  retreating,  rising  and  falling  with  the 
rhythm  of  an  orchestra.  He  was  seized  with  their 
madness.  He  walked  up  and  down  the  cliff  revel¬ 
ling  in  it.  The  sea  and  the  wind  were  mad,  and  he 
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felt  that  he  too  was  mad  with  them.  They  were 
committing  suicide  in  their  madness.  So  would 
he.  But  as  soon  as  the  thought  came  it  terrified 
him.  When  he  looked  down  through  the  spray 
at  the  white  foam  on  the  dark  heaving  bellies  of 
the  sea,  he  thought  they  were  grinning  at  him. 
And  he  fled  back  to  the  cabin. 

He  locked  himself  in  his  room  all  the  day,  lying 
on  the  bed  on  his  back  looking  at  the  ceiling. 
Little  Mary  called  him  to  his  midday  meal,  but  he 
growled  at  her  to  leave  him  alone.  Then  when 
darkness  began  to  fall  he  left  the  house  and  went 
into  Derrane’s  shebeen  at  the  eastern  end  of  the 
village.  Derrane’s  kitchen  was  empty  that  night. 
All  the  people  were  at  the  shore  salving  the  wreck 
of  the  Norwegian  ship.  He  sat  in  a  corner  by  the 
fire  drinking  glass  after  glass  of  potheen.  Der¬ 
rane’s  wife,  an  inquisitive,  loose-tongued  woman, 
tried  to  draw  him  into  conversation,  asking  him 
what  did  he  think  of  the  women  of  Rooruck.  He 
did  not  reply,  but  she  kept  on  talking  after  the 
manner  of  women. 

At  last  she  was  saying,  “And  sure  it’s  the  hand 
of  God  ...”  when  the  Stranger  flung  his  glass 
into  the  fire  and  jumped  to  his  feet. 

“May  the  devil  devour  both  you  and  God,”  he 
yelled,  frothing  with  rage.  The  woman  screamed, 
and  he  danced  around  the  room  shouting,  “Yes, 
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to  hell  with  God.  Xo  hell  with  Him,  I  say.  What 
do  you  know  about  the  fool?”  Then  he  rushed 
out  of  the  house  and  staggered  up  the  boreen  to 
Red  John’s,  shouting.  Little  Mary  came  running 
down  to  meet  him  and  dragged  him  indoors. 

A  group  of  women  gathered  outside  the  gate  of 
Red  John’s  yard  listening  to  the  sounds  of  quar¬ 
relling  that  came  from  the  house. 

“Lord  save  us,  it’s  murder,”  said  one. 

“Let  somebody  go  to  the  shore  for  the  men,”  said 
another. 

Then  Red  John  came  rushing  from  the  cabin, 
his  forehead  bleeding  from  a  long  cut  that  reached 
from  the  right  eye  to  the  right  temple.  The 
women  shrieked  and  crowded  about  him. 

“What  has  come  to  you?”  they  gasped. 

Red  John  stood  for  a  few  moments  spluttering 
and  waving  his  hands  in  the  air. 

“Police,  police,”  he  yelled.  “The  son  of  mis¬ 
fortune  came  in  blaspheming  and  I  tried  to  send 
him  from  the  house  and  the  loose  woman  on 
whom  I  put  a  ring  gave  me  this.  Police,  police.” 
And  he  rushed  away  for  his  pony.  He  rode  madly 
into  Kilmurrage  for  the  police,  but  passing  the 
schoolmaster’s  house  he  got  afraid.  He  dis¬ 
mounted  from  his  pony  and  let  it  wander  home 
alone.  Then  he  went  across  the  crags  to  Brani- 
gan’s  shebeen  in  Kilmillick.  He  spent  the  night 
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there  drinking.  The  first  streaks  of  the  grey  dawn 
were  beginning  to  light  the  crags  about  Rooruck 
when  he  crept  into  his  cabin  and  sat  by  his  bed, 
shivering.  He  could  hear  his  wife  crooning  in  the 
Stranger’s  room,  as  if  she  were  rocking  a  child. 
“Ho-wa,  ho-wa  my  pulse,  white  love  of  my  heart. 
Ho-wa,  ho-wa,  brilliant  gem  of  gladness.  Ho- 
wa.” 

He  listened  with  open  mouth. 

“Ha,”  he  said  fearfully,  his  hand  on  the  white 
bandage  that  covered  his  wound,  “he  has  put  a 
spell  on  her.  So  he  has.”  Hurriedly  he  put  an 
oaten  loaf  in  a  cloth  and  left  the  cabin  to  look  for 
wreckage. 

The  Stranger  slept  through  the  day.  It  was  his 
first  refreshing  sleep  since  he  had  come  to  Inver- 
ara.  Little  Mary  moved  noiselessly  about  the 
cabin.  Now  and  again  she  stood  at  her  cabin  door 
and  looked  longingly  out  towards  the  mainland. 
She  could  see  it  distantly  when  the  mist  broke, 
scattered  by  the  breezes  that  blew  intermittently 
over  the  green  sea.  She  would  go  into  the  dark¬ 
ened  room  where  he  lay  and  look  at  his  face,  gentle 
and  childish  in  sleep.  Once  she  bent  down  and 
caressed  his  hair  and  his  forehead  with  her  lips. 

The  Stranger,  sleeping,  dreamt  that  a  fairy  had 
touched  him.  He  kept  dreaming  a  long  time  of 
beautiful  women,  with  roses  entwined  in  their 
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black  hair,  kissing  his  lips.  Then  he  awoke  and 
saw  only  a  peasant  woman  standing  by  his  bed. 
The  consciousness  of  his  degradation  swept  back 
to  him.  He  swallowed  a  cup  of  hot  tea,  dressed 
and  went  out.  Night  was  falling  in  a  thick  mist 
that  coloured  everything  pale  blue.  He  felt  a  dry¬ 
ness  in  his  throat. 

“Hell,”  he  said,  “I  must  get  somebody  to  talk  to. 
It’s  awful  being  alone  like  this  among  yokels  who 
only  stare  with  open  mouths  when  a  man  talks  to 
them.  I  wish  I  hadn’t  come  here.”  But  trudging 
along  the  wet  road,  the  ends  of  his  oilskin  coat 
swishing  damply  against  his  legs,  he  shuddered 
as  he  thought  of  staying  in  Dublin  “among  so 
many  people  that  don’t  seem  to  care  a  damn.”  He 
could  see  that  evening  he  went  to  Dr.  McCarthy 
and  said  that  he  couldn’t  sleep.  “Hey,  my-  boy, 
can’t  sleep,  eh?”  cried  McCarthy,  his  fat  stomach 
puffing  in  and  out  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the 
hearthrug.  “You  say  you  are  working  in  the 
library.  Like  the  work?”  “I  hate  it.”  “Any 
money  left?”  “About  two  hundred.”  “Well,  get 
to  blazes  out  of  Dublin  then.  Go  out  to  the  west 
and  catch  fish.  Do  you  more  good  than  catalo¬ 
guing  books.  Out  with  ye,  as  quick  as  lightning.” 
The  tramcars  sounded  in  his  ears  that  evening  as 
he  rushed  away  from  the  doctor’s  as  loud  as  an 
artillery  barrage.  He  hardly  breathed  peacefully 
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until  he  left  the  Broadstone  Station  next  morning. 
And  now  .  .  . 

“Damned  if  I’m  going  back  again,”  he  muttered. 
“Some  day  I’m  going  to  throw  myself  down  from 
that  cliff  and  be  done  with  it.  By  all  the  gods,  I 
will.  You  see  if  I  don’t.” 

Then  he  heard  the  sounds  of  music  as  he  was 
approaching  John  Carmody’s  public-house  at  the 
cross-roads  above  the  beach  at  Coillnamhan.  He 
stopped  dead  in  the  road  and  listened. 

Night  had  fallen.  It  was  bitterly  cold,  but  there 
was  no  wind.  The  wind  was  drowned  by  the  wet 
fog,  that  came  like  a  great  blight  from  the  moun¬ 
tains  on  the  mainland  to  the  north.  He  could 
dimly  see  the  lights  of  the  public-house,  a  squat 
one-storied  concrete  building  on  a  slope  a  little 
back  from  the  road.  John  Carmody  had  built  it 
the  year  before.  It  looked  as  incongruous  in  the 
surroundings  as  the  electric  railways  at  Niagara 
Falls.  And  the  sounds  of  wild  music  came  through 
its  windows.  The  music  had  a  peculiar  effect  on 
the  Stranger.  Music  of  any  kind  always  mad¬ 
dened  him  with  a  sad  happy  madness.  It  affected 
him  in  the  bowels.  He  often  cried  with  the  sadness 
of  the  thoughts  that  it  inspired  within  him.  At 
other  times  it  made  him  want  to  kill.  Now  as  he 
listened  to  the  rough  twanging  of  the  accordion 
he  was  wrapped  in  an  ecstasy  of  sadness. 
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He  walked  up  a  bypath  to  the  house  over  trodden 
grass,  avoiding  the  road,  lest  he  should  lose  the 
sound  of  the  music.  He  tripped  over  an  empty 
barrel  and  fell  against  the  door.  The  music 
stopped  suddenly.  Somebody  jumped  to  his  feet 
within  and  shouted,  “God  with  you.”  Then  the 
door  opened  and  he  entered  the  kitchen. 

The  kitchen  covered  half  the  floor  space  of  the 
house.  To  the  right  was  a  counter  cut  into  the 
partition,  and  behind  the  partition  was  a  room 
lined  with  shelves  of  black-brown  bottles  and 
green  bottles.  Several  barrels  were  pushed  back, 
their  round  heads  over  the  counter.  On  the 
counter  John  Carmody  was  leaning  smoking  a 
pipe  while  his  wife  wiped  a  pint  mug  behind  him. 
Around  the  fire  on  the  hearth  and  on  wooden 
forms  by  the  wall  a  number  of  peasants  sat  drink¬ 
ing  and  smoking.  Two  of  them  had  been  dancing 
when  the  Stranger  entered.  Another  group  had 
been  listening  to  John  Carmody  discussing  poli¬ 
tics.  For  the  good  man,  even  though  he  was  now 
nearing  middle-age  and  had  become,  as  he  himself 
said,  a  “bourgeois”  (a  word  the  peasants  under¬ 
stood  to  mean  “an  enemy  of  God”),  he  still  liked 
to  preach  Socialism  when  he  was  in  a  good  humour 
and  slightly  intoxicated. 

“I’ll  make  you  fellahs  drink  out  of  a  trough,”  he 
would  say,  “if  you  don’t  get  busy  and  organize  to 
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socialize  the  land  and  industry,  and  do  away  with 
the  priests.” 

And  the  people  just  thought  that  he  was  a  harm¬ 
less  poor  man  and  well-meaning. 

There  was  silence  when  the  Stranger  entered. 
“Who  is  that  fellah?”  said  John  Carmody  to  a 
man  who  stood  beside  him. 

The  man  bent  his  mouth  close  to  Carmody’s  ear 
and  whispered: 

“That’s  Red  John’s  lodger.  They  say  he’s  gone 
in  the  head.  We  call  him  the  Stranger.” 

“Go  away,  you  galoot,”  said  Carmody.  “I  heard 
about  him.  If  you  fellahs  were  as  cracked  as  he  is 
you  wouldn’t  be  the  bloody  fools  you  are.” 

He  coughed  loudly,  stepped  into  the  kitchen,  and 
advanced  to  the  Stranger  who  was  sitting  on  a 
form  by  the  back  door. 

“Say,”  he  cried  in  a  loud  hearty  voice,  “I’m  tickled 
to  death  to  see  a  live  man  come  into  my  house. 
Shake!  Stranger.  You  must  have  a  drink  with 
me.” 

As  soon  as  the  peasants  saw  Carmody  welcoming 
the  Stranger,  they  looked  at  one  another  and 
whispered : 

“He  must  be  all  right  after  all.” 

For  Mrs.  Derrane  had  broadcasted  the  story  of 
the  night  before,  and  with  the  quickness  of  peasants 
to  believe  harm  of  everybody,  no  matter  how  ridi- 
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culous  the  story  might  be,  they  all  thought  the 
Stranger  possessed  of  a  devil.  The  music  started 
once  more  and  a  ragged  fisherman  with  a  dirty 
black  beard  got  up  to  dance  a  hornpipe.  He  did  a 
few  whirls  clumsily,  but  he  was  so  drunk  that  he 
stumbled  straight  backwards  trying  to  clap  his 
hands  under  the  crook  of  his  left  knee,  and  fell  on 
his  buttocks  in  a  pot  at  the  back  door. 

“Oh,  you  God  of  all  evil!”  he  cried  mournfully, 
amid  a  roar  of  laughter. 

The  Stranger,  sitting  beside  Carmody  on  the 
form,  laughed  as  loudly  as  the  rest.  He  felt  a 
strange  joy  in  the  association  of  these  people. 
They  appeared  to  him  to  be  real.  He  felt  the  joy 
that  the  bad  young  man  feels  when  he  returns  to 
the  tavern  after  spending  an  evening  with  genteel 
and  boring  society  in  the  respectability  of  his 
home.  And  he  felt  drawn  towards  Carmody  in 
particular.  He  drank  the  bad  brandy  that  was 
offered  to  him  and  somehow  it  tasted  better  than 
anything  he  had  ever  drunk.  Carmody  began  to 
talk  at  a  great  pace  about  the  United  States,  where 
he  had  spent  ten  years  of  his  youth. 

“A  great  country.  None  o’  yer  goddam  super¬ 
stitions  there.” 

The  Stranger  felt  a  sense  of  freedom  creeping 
over  him.  The  outspoken  wanderer,  Carmody 
was,  he  felt,  an  outcast  from  society  like  himself, 
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black  soul 

at  war  with  the  world.  He  was  a  kindred  spirit. 
“Ha,  ha,”  he  thought,  it  would  be  a  great  life  to 
lounge  around  in  Inverara,  drinking  and  talking 
to  Carmody,  enjoying  himself,  abandoning  him¬ 
self,  without  any  thought  of  the  world  outside,  just 
living  like  a  pig.  It  would  be  a  revenge  on  the 
world.  It  would  be  far  better  than  to  kill  himself. 
If  he  were  dead  he  could  not  feel  anything,  where¬ 
as  alive,  his  life  would  be  a  constant  insult  to 
civilization.  Civilization?  That  cursed  quagmire 
that  sucked  everything  good  into  its  bosom !  That 
mirage  that  lures  youth  with  promises  that  are 
never  fulfilled!  Sure.  This  was  the  ideal  thing. 
To  meet  a  few  fellows  like  Carmody  and  drink 
with  them  and  scoff  at  the  world  with  them,  laugh¬ 
ing  loudly  to  cheat  the  blackness  in  his  soul.  He 
would  wear  his  body  away  until  the  damn  thing 
fell  to  pieces.  He  would  use  up  every  ounce  of  it 
in  wild  debauch.” 

He  felt  himself  getting  drunk,  and  was  glad.  It 
was  the  first  time  he  felt  the  exhilaration  of  drunk¬ 
enness  since  he  had  come  to  Inverara.  The  whisky 
he  had  drunk  in  the  shebeen  only  stupefied  him. 
The  company  prevented  him  from  getting  drunk. 
Talking  to  a  man  like  Carmody  he  could  get 
drunk.  He  seized  Carmody’s  hand.  Carmody 
turned  his  long  bronzed  muscular  face  towards 
him. 
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“I’m  glad  I  met  you,”  he  said,  “I’ve  been  dying 
for  somebody  to  whom  I  could  talk.” 

Carmody  was  about  to  reply  when  somebody 
stumbled  against  the  barrel  outside  the  door. 
There  was  a  loud  string  of  curses. 

“Another  man  fallen,”  shouted  a  peasant. 

“Blast  ye,  Michaeleen  Grealish,”  shouted  Car¬ 
mody,  “didn’t  I  tell  ye  to  take  away  that - 

barrel?” 

“Hey  there,  hey  there,”  came  the  voice,  “open 
the  door.  I  can’t  see  my  hand.” 

Somebody  raised  the  latch  and  a  man  flopped 
into  the  kitchen  with  his  left  hand  held  out  in  front 
of  him.  He  began  to  talk  as  soon  as  he  was  within 
the  house  and  he  kept  talking.  His  voice  rang 
out  loud  and  clear.  He  kept  gesticulating  with 
both  hands  and  throwing  his  head  back  with  a 
twist,  like  a  dog  shaking  a  rat.  He  had  taken  his 
hat  from  his  head  and  his  bald  forehead  shone  in 
the  light.  The  lumps  on  the  white  skin  around 
the  temples  stood  out  distinctly.  His  grey  bushy 
eyebrows  twitched.  His  cheeks  were  blood  red, 
with  narrow  blue  veins  showing  through  them. 
His  nose  was  long  and  straight.  Its  ridge  was  as 
sharp  as  a  lean  horse’s  spine.  He  wore  a  bushy 
grey  beard,  shaven  on  both  lips.  His  chin  showed 
red  through  the  beard,  and  it  had  a  dimple  in  the 
centre.  His  blue  eyes  gleamed  like  the  bright 


blue  dust  that  shines  in  granite.  His  grey  trousers 
hung  close  to  his  thin  legs,  showing  the  outward 
bend  in  the  left  leg  below  the  knee.  His  black 
coat  hung  loose  about  his  body. 

“Somebody  wants  to  kill  me,”  he  cried,  his  blue 
eyes  glaring  all  around  him  fiercely.  Yet  every¬ 
body  laughed.  Then  the  man  opened  his  mouth 
too  and  laughed.  He  had  only  five  teeth  in  his 
upper  jaw,  scattered  at  irregular  intervals. 

“Say,  you  must  excuse  me,  Mr.  O’Daly,”  said 
Carmody,  coming  up  to  him.  “I  told  that  fool 
Michaeleen — ” 

“That’s  all  right,  my  good  man,  that’s  all  right. 
Good  evening,”  he  said,  seeing  the  Stranger,  “I 
heard  you  were  staying  at  Red  John’s.  I  meant  to 
go  and  see  you.  Come  on,  look  alive  there,  Car¬ 
mody,  and  bring  a  bottle  into  the  parlour.  Bring 
a  glass  for  yourself.” 

“A  bottle  of  that  best  brandy,  Mary,”  shouted 
Carmody  to  his  wife  as  he  respectfully  went  in 
front  to  open  the  parlour  door.  He  placed  chairs 
in  front  of  the  parlour  fire  and  asked  his  guests  to 
seat  themselves,  hitching  his  American  trousers 
about  his  waist  and  spitting  on  his  hands  like  a 
waiter  in  a  New  York  bowery  lunch  room.  His 
huge  stature  loomed  over  the  two  middle-sized 
men  like  the  figure  of  a  Praetorian  guardsman 
protecting  a  Caesar. 
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“Let  me  introduce  you  — ”  he  began. 

“I  always  introduce  myself,”  interrupted  O’Daly, 
leaning  back  with  his  two  feet  crossed  on  the 
mantelpiece  until  his  chair  stood  on  its  hind  legs. 
“My  name  is  Matthew  O’Daly  of  Lisamuc,  Co. 
Sligo.” 

He  threw  out  his  chest  as  he  spoke  and  his  eyes 
flashed.  He  made  a  gesture  with  his  left  hand  in 
front  of  his  face  and  then  rubbed  it  along  his  left 
shin  as  he  turned  to  the  Stranger,  his  eyes  gleam¬ 
ing  aggressively  as  if  he  were  challenging  the 
Stranger  to  doubt  his  identity.  The  wrist  above 
his  hand  seemed  to  be  made  solely  of  a  square  flat 
bone,  covered  with  white  hairy  skin.  In  fact,  all 
his  body  seemed  to  be  made  of  one  flexible  bone 
like  a  steel  sword. 

The  Stranger  winced,  and  blinked  his  eyes  under 
the  unexpected  stare.  It  was  some  time  before  he 
could  get  himself  to  give  his  own  name.  Suddenly 
it  occurred  to  him  that  he  was  ashamed  of  his 
name,  of  his  ancestry,  that  his  father  was  an 
obscure  schoolmaster,  that  he  himself  was  a  failure 
in  life  and  a  coward. 

“My  name  is  Fergus  O’Connor  of  Ashcragh,”  he 
said  with  an  affected  drawl. 

‘Heh,”  said  O’Daly.  Then  he  made  a  noise  at 
the  back  of  his  palate  like  a  man  urging  on  a  horse. 
“I  declare  to  Christ  but  you  must  be  the  son  of 
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John  O’Connor  the  schoolmaster.  Hell  to  my 
soul,  that  dog  of  a  priest  treated  him  badly.  Shake 
hands.” 

Carmody’s  face  beamed  at  hearing  O’Daly  abuse 
a  priest,  and  he  hit  himself  a  great  blow  in  the  chest 
and  laughed  until  his  teeth  seemed  about  to  fall 
out.  He  hated  priests  as  enemies  of  “all  people 
who  can  think  intelligent.” 

“Drink  up,”  he  said,  handing  them  glasses  from 
the  tray  that  had  been  brought  in.  “You  two  will 
drink  on  me  to-night.  It’s  seldom  that  three 
men — ” 

But  O’Daly  interrupted  him  again,  and  began  to 
talk  at  a  tremendous  rate,  denouncing  the  parish 
priest,  the  doctor,  the  district  inspector  of  police, 
and  all  the  people  of  note  in  Inverara,  as  scoundrels 
of  the  worst  kind,  inhuman  rascals,  low  fellows, 
and  men  whose  parentage  was  in  doubt. 

“Since  this  new  Government  came  into  power, 
Carmody,”  he  cried,  “the  country  is  gone  to  the 
dogs.” 

The  Stranger  drank  his  brandy  and  felt  the  blood 
rushing  to  his  head.  Suddenly  he  began  to  lose 
his  grip  of  everything.  He  became  defiant  and 
aggressive.  He  joined  in  the  conversation  and 
began  to  boast  on  his  own  account,  boasting  of  his 
past  life,  of  which  he  had  been  mortally  ashamed 
an  hour  ago.  Carmody  began  to  boast,  but  O’Daly 
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boasted  loudest  of  them  all.  None  of  the  three 
would  listen  to  the  others.  Only  snatches  of  their 
conversation  rose  above  the  volume  of  sound,  amid 
the  clinking  of  glasses  and  the  gurgling  of  the 
brandy  from  the  bottle.  It  seemed  that  the  three 
of  them  had  spent  all  their  lives  fighting,  drinking, 
and  breaking  women’s  hearts.  O’Daly  spent  more 
nights  of  his  sixty  years  of  life  in  his  boots  than 
out  of  them.  He  had  drunk  more  whisky  “than 
they  make  now  in  the  distilleries.”  He  had  broken 
a  man’s  hand  in  two  places  with  a  simple  twist  of 
his  wrist.  He  had  been  all  over  Ireland,  and  knew 
every  bishop,  politician,  racehorse-owner  and 
athlete.  In  other  words,  he  knew  everybody  whom 
anybody  cares  to  be  known  to  know  in  Ireland. 
Carmody  was  not  behindhand.  In  fact,  he  had 
once  stood,  it  seems,  as  a  candidate  for  the  Ameri¬ 
can  Congress  in  the  Socialist  interest.  He  was 
known  all  over  the  American  continent  as  a  crack 
shot,  and  he  had  more  love  affairs  than  he  could 
count.  The  Stranger  had  been  one  of  the  most 
gifted  and  promising  geniuses  in  Europe  before 
the  war,  drink,  and  women  laid  him  low. 

Then  they  became  slightly  maudlin.  The  Stran¬ 
ger  felt  that  he  was  enjoying  himself  as  he  had 
never  done  before.  He  kept  laughing  boisterously 
for  no  reason  in  the  world.  He  felt  sure  that  he 
would  live  happily  for  ever  in  Inverara  in  this 
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society.  Suddenly  death  appeared  to  him  to  be  a 
menace  that  he  must  avoid. 

“Hey,”  he  hiccupped,  leaning  over  to  O’Daly, 
“what  do  you  think  of  the  next  world?” 

O’Daly  made  a  noise  again  like  a  man  urging  on 
a  horse. 

“Look  here,”  he  said,  “it’s  only  the  young  that 
can  afford  to  waste  their  time  thinking  of  the  next 
world.  As  far  as  I  know,  this  world  is  too  short 
and  it’s  seldom  Carmody  offers  us  free  brandy. 
Drink  to  life  and  damn  the  next  world.  Let’s  have 
a  song  before  we  go.” 

Hot  and  foolish  with  drink  they  began  to  sing 
some  ridiculous  thing  out  of  tune.  Before  the 
first  verse  was  finished,  each  was  singing  a  differ¬ 
ent  song.  Then  Carmody  suddenly  dropped  his 
head  on  the  table  and  fell  asleep.  O’Daly  shook 
him  and  tried  to  wake  him.  Carmody  raised  his 
head  and  stuttered  : 

“Come  in  here  every  evening  .  .  .  talk  about  Karl 
Marx.”  Then  he  dropped  asleep  again. 

“Hell  to  my  soul,”  said  O’Daly,  “who  is  this  fel¬ 
low  Marx  he’s  always  talking  about?  Must  owe 
him  some  money.  Tight-fisted  fellows,  these  pub¬ 
licans,  between  the  two  of  us.  Come  on  up  to  my 
house  and  let  him  sleep.” 

The  two  of  them  got  into  O’Daly’s  jaunting 
car  that  was  waiting  in  the  yard.  The  hardy  moun- 
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tain  pony,  careless  of  the  freezing  mist,  had  been 
contentedly  chewing  bad  hay  there  for  two  or 
three  hours.  They  drove  up  through  the  village 
at  a  walking  pace.  O’Daly  explained  that  he  had 
been  into  Kilmurrage  to  attend  a  meeting  of  the 
local  court. 

“This  new  Government  made  me  a  magistrate,”  he 
shouted.  Then  he  began  again  to  denounce  every¬ 
body,  and  the  cruelty  of  bad  fortune  that  had  pur¬ 
sued  him  and  his  family  for  generations.  He 
lashed  the  mare  furiously  as  he  spoke,  but  the 
mare’s  hide  was  obviously  as  tough  as  his  own, 
and  she  never  changed  her  gait.  “I  have  to  live  up 
here  in  a  little  cottage  with  my  daughter  and  an 
old  woman  who  looks  after  the  place.  She’s  even 
too  old  to  sleep  with.  And  my  daughter  has  to 
teach  these  brats  in  the  school  for  a  living.  Every¬ 
body  has  to  work  for  a  living  nowadays.  The 
world  is  changed.  So  it  is.  I  remember  in  my 
time  .  .  .  Begob,  my  daughter  is  a  poor  specimen 
of  a  woman  compared  to  her  mother.  In  my  time 
they  were  as  wild  as  the  men,  strong,  hefty  women. 
Ah  well  .  .  .”  And  he  went  on  to  tell  stories  of 
his  youth,  and  of  the  glory  of  his  ancestors,  stories 
which  were  for  the  most  part  lies,  for  the  days 
when  the  O’Dalys  of  Lisamuc  were  people  of 
importance  were  too  distant  to  be  remembered 
by  anybody. 
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The  cold  mist  was  scattering  the  exhilarating 
effect  of  the  brandy  from  the  Stranger’s  mind. 
He  began  to  be  melancholic  and  dissatisfied  again. 
He  grew  jealous  of  O’Daly’s  strength,  of  his  cool¬ 
ness,  and  strong  nerves. 

“Ah,”  he  said  to  himself,  “he  has  no  intellect. 
That’s  what  it  is.”  And  he  cursed  God  for  having 
given  himself  a  strong  intellect  until  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  there  was  no  God  and  became  still 
more  depressed  because  he  had  nobody  to  blame 
for  his  sorrow.  Then,  in  order  to  ease  the  pent-up 
volume  of  his  sadness,  he  began  to  tell  O’Daly  his 
troubles,  but  O’Daly  paid  no  attention  to  him. 
He  continually  interrupted  with  his  own  reminis¬ 
cences. 

“You’re  a  young  man,”  he  would  say,  “and  you 
don’t  understand  the  world.  Now,  in  my  time,  the 
young  men  feared  nothing.  Not  even  the  devil  in 
hell.  Is  it  that  measly  war  you’re  talking  about? 
Sure  that  was  only  a  cockfight  compared  to  what 
I’ve  seen  in  my  young  days.” 

They  reached  O’Daly’s  cottage.  The  Stranger, 
irritated  because  O’Daly  would  not  pity  him, 
wanted  to  go  home  immediately,  but  O’Daly 
would  have  none  of  it.  He  stood  in  the  middle  of 
the  road,  one  hand  holding  the  reins,  the  other 
hand  grasping  the  Stranger’s  shoulder. 

“See  that  house  of  mine,”  he  shouted  at  the  top  of 
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his  voice.  “There’s  a  hovel  for  an  O’Daly  to  live 
in !  Hell  to  my  soul,  but  the  world  is  gone  to  the 
dogs.  Listen  to  me  ”  -  he  panted  loudly  and 
wheezed- “listen  to  me.  The  O’Malleys  used  to 
live  here  in  the  old  days.  And  now  where  are  they? 
Gone  to  hell.  Gone  and  forgotten.  There  isn’t  a 
trace  of  them.  The  last  of  them,  devil  take  him, 
he  had  queer  notions  in  his  head,  I  hear  ;  ran  away 
to  America  with  a  slip  of  a  flighty  woman.  And 
there  you  are.  Wait  there  till  I  put  the  mare  in 
the  stable.” 

The  Stranger  stood  leaning  against  the  gate  lead¬ 
ing  up  to  the  cottage.  He  became  ashamed  of 
having  been  fond  of  life  an  hour  before.  He  felt 
as  a  monk  might  feel  after  being  seduced  by  a 
woman.  Blackness  gathered  again  around  his  soul. 
“I  made  a  fool  of  myself,”  he  muttered. 

The  mist  seemed  to  stick  like  icicles  to  his  cheek¬ 
bones.  He  wanted  to  run  away,  but  he  hadn’t  the 
energy  to  make  up  his  mind  to  do  anything.  His 
stomach  became  as  hard  as  a  ball.  It  robbed  him 
of  all  energy.  Weakness  crept  through  the  ex¬ 
tremities  of  his  hands  and  feet.  Then  O’Daly 
came  along  breathing  loudly.  The  Stranger  felt 
that  he  could  kill  the  man  for  his  very  power  to 
breathe  so  loudly. 

“Come  on  in,”  said  O’Daly  gruffly.  “Make  as 
little  noise  as  ye  can,”  he  added.  “I  don’t  want 
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to  wake  Kathleen.  The  poor  girl  has  to  go  to  that 
damn  school  in  the  morning.  The  shame  and 
disgrace  of  it  is  killing  me.” 

They  crept  on  tiptoe  up  the  path  and  into  the 
kitchen  by  the  back  door.  O’Daly  was  staggering 
a  little.  He  lit  a  candle  and  placed  it  on  a  table 
in  the  centre  of  the  room.  Then  he  got  a  bottle 
from  somewhere  and  two  empty  cups  without 
handles.  They  set  to  drinking  again.  O’Daly  be¬ 
came  maudlin,  crying  about  the  fallen  fortunes  of 
his  family.  The  Stranger  suddenly  became  afraid, 
afraid  of  O’Daly,  afraid  of  the  dark  kitchen  with 
the  dim  flickering  candle  standing  in  the  centre  of 
it  like  a  warning  of  death,  afraid  of  the  dark  silent 
night  outside,  with  the  sound  of  the  sea  coming 
from  a  distance.  He  drank  hurriedly,  but  the 
drink  seemed  to  evaporate  impotently  in  his  throat. 
It  tasted  like  water.  Strange  shadows  began  to 
gather  before  his  eyes.  He  started  at  every  sound. 
He  couldn’t  see  O’Daly,  but  he  could  hear  his 
quavering  voice.  The  sea  rolling  on  to  the  beach 
at  Coillnamhan  reminded  him  of  the  “keene” 
women  at  wakes  over  dead  bodies.  It  was  as  if  one 
heard  a  pot  boiling  a  million  miles  away.  And  to 
the  south  against  the  cliffs  it  sounded  like  a  great 
weight  falling  swiftly  into  a  deep  cavern.  Then  he 
jumped  to  his  feet  as  he  heard  O’Daly  snore. 

He  listened  for  a  full  minute,  breathing  gently, 
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perfectly  motionless.  In  that  minute  he  felt  that  he 
was  a  pure  soul  being  judged  by  wicked  demons. 
Then  his  mouth  gaped  as  the  picture  of  the  night 
he  was  buried  by  a  shell  in  France  flashed  before 
his  mind.  A  cormorant  called  dismally  passing 
over  the  house.  He  listened  to  the  swishing  wings. 
Then  his  right  knee  began  to  tremble.  His  left 
foot  began  to  tap  the  ground.  He  bent  down  care¬ 
fully  to  hold  it  steady. 

“Hold  on  there,”  he  muttered,  trying  to  laugh. 
Then  his  whole  body  trembled.  Beads  of  cold 
sweat  poured  out  through  his  forehead  and  neck. 
With  an  oath  he  shot  out  his  hands  and  made  for 
the  door.  He  felt  sure  that  he  would  be  dead  be¬ 
fore  he  reached  the  open  air.  The  round  ball  in 
his  stomach  was  stifling  him. 

The  night  air  revived  him.  He  laughed  at  his 
fears.  He  straightened  himself  when  he  got  into 
the  road  and  said,  “Pooh,  I’m  all  right.”  But  at 
that  moment  the  wind  rose  suddenly.  A  squall 
came  from  the  south  over  the  crags.  It  came  with 
a  swoop.  He  gasped  and  his  eyeballs  started.  As 
tie  ran  headlong  forward,  fantastic  visions  crowded 
into  his  mind.  He  saw  millions  of  dying  men, 
worlds  falling  to  pieces,  continents  being  hurled 
into  the  air,  while  he  himself  wandered  among  the 
chaos,  the  only  living  atom  in  the  wrecked  uni¬ 
verse.  He  ran  faster,  trying  to  escape  the  vision, 
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but  they  pursued  him,  crowding  on  one  another, 
cries  of  the  wounded,  shrieks  of  the  damned, 
corpses  piled  mountain-high,  races  wandering 
across  deserts,  chasms  opening  everywhere,  devils 
grinning,  wild  animals  with  gory  jaws  rushing 
hither  and  thither  in  dark  forests,  myriads  of  men 
talking  in  strange  languages,  gesticulating,  shout¬ 
ing  furiously,  the  wails  of  women,  the  bodies  of 
children  transfixed  on  spears.  Over  all  came  the 
noise  of  the  guns,  millions  of  guns,  rising  and 
falling  and  intermingling.  Their  sound  was  like  a 
mill  race.  It  made  beautiful  music  that  enthralled 
him  and  made  him  want  to  kill.  Then  the  music 
died  and  dread  spectres  returned.  They  were  bare 
grinning  skulls  now  and  fetid  smells.  His  body 
was  rising  into  space  and  flying  away,  headed  for 
the  moon.  But  there  was  a  great  weight  tied  to 
the  stomach  that  held  it  back.  His  brain  began 
to  expand.  It  covered  the  earth  and  then  the 
universe,  and  then  it  burst,  hurting  his  forehead. 

He  had  fallen  against  the  door  of  Red  John’s 
cabin.  He  was  unconscious  when  Little  Mary 
threw  herself  on  his  neck.  Folly,  folly,  folly,  what 


§2 

At  rooruck,  winter  sleeps  in  its  depths. 

But  it’s  a  troubled  sleep,  sad,  weary,  and  full 
of  nightmares.  It  is  the  sleep  of  a  wanton  who  is 
hiding  from  the  wreckage  she  has  caused. 

After  a  month  of  storm  and  fury,  the  sea  lay 
frothing  about  the  Hill  of  Fate,  licking  its  grey 
base  as  a  lion  licks  his  wounds.  It  stretched  out 
for  leagues  white  with  foam,  coloured  here  and 
there  with  wreckage  and  masses  of  straying  sea¬ 
weed,  with  planks,  weeds,  and  dead  bodies  of 
birds.  Strewn  amid  the  rocks  to  the  north,  along 
the  shore  at  Rooruck,  where  the  cliff  fell  away  into 
a  long  uneven  battlement  of  huge  boulders,  there 
was  more  wreckage.  It  was  said  that  three  man¬ 
gled  corpses  were  seen  tangled  among  the  rocks 
at  Firbolg’s  Point.  Sean  Mor,  who  saw  them,  Bed 
in  fear,  and  when  the  villagers  came  they  were 
washed  away  again  by  the  tide.  Farther  north 
again,  just  south  of  the  point  where  the  waters  of 
the  north  and  south  joined  to  travel  eastwards, 
where  the  swift  current  seemed  to  suck  the  waves 
downwards  to  some  cavern  in  the  depths,  three 
horses  lay  on  a  rock,  lying  on  their  sides,  their  stiff 
legs  extended  hairlessly,  their  bellies  expanded, 
their  nostrils  full  of  sand. 

The  people  feared  the  resting  bilious  sea  as 
a  soldier  fears  the  silence  of  the  guns  in  an  in- 
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terval  between  two  engagements.  When  it  raged, 
churned  by  the  wind,  it  showed  its  might,  but 
now  the  huge  claws  of  its  breakers  were  hidden  in 
its  frothing  back.  And  they  might  shoot  forth 
any  moment.  The  sea  might  rise  suddenly  far 
away  to  the  west  and  come  towering  in,  each 
forked  wave-crest  a  magnet,  that  drew  the  sea 
before  it  into  its  hollow  breast,  until  the  Giants’ 
Reef  lay  bared  for  a  mile  and  the  slimy  insects 
clinging  to  its  back  stared  gasping  at  the  awe¬ 
inspiring  sky  before  the  retreating  sea  again  enve¬ 
loped  them  in  accustomed  darkness.  For  the 
battle  is  not  as  fearsome  as  the  waiting  for  it,  nor 
is  the  sword  as  terrible  as  the  fire  in  the  eye  that 
guides  it.  So  the  peasants  feared  the  sea,  and 
fearing  it  blessed  it  as  their  generous  mother,  who 
wrecked  ships  afar  off-  to  give  them  planks  and 
barrels  of  oil  and  manilla  ropes  and  bales  of  cotton. 
They  prowled  about  the  shores  and  among  the 
boulders  beneath  the  Hill  of  Fate  looking  for 
wreckage. 

By  day  the  sun  shone  fitfully  on  Rooruck  coming 
laggardly  over  the  high  cliff  of  Coillnamhan  Fort. 
Its  shadows  glistened  through  the  mist  and 
through  the  clouds  that  pursued  it.  By  night 
the  hoar-frost  covered  the  earth,  eating  into  the 
gashes  that  the  wind  had  made.  Wild  starry  nights 
were  those  nights  in  Inverara.  Boys  sat  by  their 
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windows,  shivering  in  their  shirts,  afraid  to  sleep 
because  of  the  strange  noises  of  falling  seas  that 
came  from  the  Fountain  Hole,  where  the  mer¬ 
maids  were  said  to  weep  for  lost  lovers  as  they 
combed  their  long  golden  hair,  dipping  the  combs 
in  the  black  brine  that  dripped  from  the  roof  of 
their  cave  into  the  Purple  Pool  beneath.  Wild 
starry  nights,  when  men  dream  of  death  and  still¬ 
ness,  as  they  watch  the  shivering  moon  fleeing 
through  the  scratched  sky.  Death,  death,  death, 
and  drear  winds  blowing  around  frozen  dead 
hearts,  that  once  throbbed  with  love.  Inverara 
in  winter  is  the  island  of  death,  the  island  of  de¬ 
feated  peoples,  come  thither  through  the  ages  over 
the  sea  pursued  by  their  enemies.  Their  children 
sit  on  the  cliffs  dreaming  of  the  past  of  their 
fathers,  dreaming  of  the  sea,  the  wind,  the  moon, 
the  stars,  the  scattered  remnants  of  an  army,  the 
remains  of  a  feast  eaten  by  dogs,  the  shattering  of 
a  maniac’s  ambition. 

The  Stranger,  lying  on  his  bed  in  Red  John’s 
cabin,  was  near  to  death.  He  had  fallen  into  Little 
Mary’s  arms  when  she  opened  the  door,  roused 
by  the  noise  of  his  fall  against  it. 

“Ah,  Mother  of  Christ,”  she  gasped  once,  seeing 
his  white  face  with  the  hair  streaming  over  it  sod- 
dened  by  the  rain,  as  if  he  were  dead.  She  thought 
he  was  dead.  She  raised  him  in  her  strong:  arms 
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like  a  child  and  ran  with  him  to  his  room,  panting. 
Throwing  him  on  the  bed  she  ran  her  hands  wildly 
over  his  body  searching  for  life  in  him.  And  then 
when  she  felt  his  heart  beating  she  raised  her 
hands  to  heaven  and  thanked  God  and  wept  with 
joy.  She  put  him  to  bed  and  chafed  his  limbs  with 
turpentine.  Then  she  rolled  the  blankets  about 
him  and  sat  with  her  arm  under  his  head,  watching 
until  he  should  regain  consciousness. 

Dawn  had  just  broken.  Red  John  got  up  and 
came  into  the  kitchen  in  his  bare  feet. 

“Where  is  that — ”  he  began  when  he  saw  his  wife 
through  the  open  door  of  the  Stranger’s  room,  her 
arms  around  the  Stranger’s  neck,  her  cheek  to  his 
lips.  His  small  eyes  narrowed  and  he  clenched  his 
hands.  He  moved  stealthily  to  the  door  and  look¬ 
ing  in  grinned  viciously.  “Ha,  now  I  have  you, 
adulteress,”  he  hissed.  But  when  she  looked  up  at 
him  he  crept  back  terrified.  There  was  no  fear  or 
shame  or  anger  in  her  look.  There  was  a  sadness 
in  her  eyes,  a  distant  look  of  sadness,  as  if  she  were 
no  longer  conscious  of  her  relationship  with  him 
as  a  wife,  as  if  his  memory  had  died  and  been  for¬ 
gotten  in  her  fear  for  her  lover  who  was  ill. 

Red  John  shut  the  door  and  held  on  to  the  latch 
with  his  two  hands  to  keep  away  from  the  look  in 
her  eyes.  His  superstitious  mind  thought  she  had 
gone  mad  or  had  been  “taken  by  the  fairies,”  just 


as  Sarah  Halloran  had  some  years  before.  A  sea- 
serpent  had  leered  at  her  as  she  was  washing  bags 
in  a  pool  beneath  the  Hill  of  Fate,  and  ever  after¬ 
wards  she  sat  there  all  day  watching  the  spot  where 
the  serpent  disappeared,  until  one  day,  tearing  her 
hair,  she  threw  herself  headlong  from  the  cliff. 
So  they  believed  in  Rooruck,  for  who  could  not 
believe  in  magic  by  that  drear  sea  in  winter  listen¬ 
ing  to  its  moaning  at  night? 

Red  John  ran  to  the  hearth  as  he  heard  his  wife 
come  to  the  door. 

“Get  the  doctor,  Red  John,”  she  said. 

Her  voice  was  as  gentle  as  the  voice  of  a  mother 
talking  to  her  first-born.  It  was  the  first  time  he 
had  heard  her  speak  gently  to  him  since  they  were 
married.  Then  she  went  back  again  to  the  Stran¬ 
ger  without  waiting  for  his  reply.  She  felt  a  power 
within  her  that  would  make  an  army  obey  her 
command. 

Red  John  stood  by  the  hearth  in  his  shirt,  bare¬ 
footed,  scratching  his  thigh.  He  was  struggling 
with  two  impulses,  fear  and  jealousy:  fear  of  the 
look  he  had  seen  in  her  eyes,  and  mad  jealousy  of 
her  sitting  with  her  arms  around  the  Stranger’s 
neck  and  her  cheek  to  his  lips. 

“Let  the  bastard  die,”  he  mumbled. 

But  again  the  memory  of  Sarah  Halloran  came 
to  his  mind  and  the  ghost  he  himself  had  seen  at 
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the  Monks’  Well  coming  one  night  from  Kil- 
murrage.  He  sat  by  the  fire  hugging  his  armpits, 
and  became  so  much  afraid  of  his  wife  being  en¬ 
chanted  that  he  was  unable  to  do  anything.  He 
didn’t  even  hear  her  come  rushing  at  him  from 
the  room  until  her  hand  was  entwined  in  his  hair 
and  she  hissed  in  his  ear: 

“Get  the  doctor  quickly,  or  I  will  brain  you.” 
“Don’t  strike,  woman,”  he  whined.  “I’m  going.” 

She  watched  while  he  dressed  and  left  the  cabin 
to  get  his  pony.  Soon  he  was  riding  down  the 
rocky  boreen  through  the  village  on  to  the  road  to 
Kilmurrage,  waving  the  ends  of  the  halter  around 
his  head  and  yelling  to  the  mare  like  a  madman. 
Little  Mary  stood  at  the  door  listening  to  the 
dying  rattle  of  the  horse’s  hoofs  and  she  shuddered. 
“Oh,  cruel  God,  don’t  take  him  from  me,”  she 
cried,  clasping  her  throat. 

The  sound  of  racing  hoofs  suggested  to  her  her 
lover’s  death.  That  sound  is  the  harbinger  of 
death  in  Inverara  in  winter,  heard  at  dawn  or  in 
the  dead  of  night,  when  the  sea  is  always  devouring 
some  one  or  shattering  their  limbs,  and  horses 
gallop  in  haste  into  Kilmurrage  with  froth  on  their 
flanks,  hurrying  for  the  doctor  and  the  priest. 
Women  rush  to  their  windows  in  their  shifts  and 
whisper,  “Lord  between  us  and  all  harm,  who  is 
it  has  been  drowned  or  who  is  hurt?” 
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Then  she  shut  the  door  and  went  on  tiptoe  to 
the  Stranger’s  bed,  looking  about  her  as  if  she 
were  going  to  commit  a  shameful  crime.  She  took 
a  charm  from  her  breast.  Her  mother  had  given 
it  to  her  on  her  marriage  day.  It  had  been  in  her 
mother’s  family  for  countless  generations.  Her 
ancestry  on  the  mother’s  side  had  all  given  their 
love  freely  and  were  superstitious,  like  all  women 
who  ask  nothing  of  the  world  and  are  scorned  for 
so  doing.  She  laid  the  charm  on  the  bed.  She 
filled  a  cup  with  water  and  laid  it  on  a  chair  beside 
the  bed.  Then  she  pressed  the  charm  to  her  heart 
and  kissed  it.  It  was  a  square  flat  piece  of  yellow¬ 
ish  stone  covered  with  inscriptions,  supposed  to 
be  written  in  Ogham  Craombh,  the  old  Druidic 
writing.  Her  mother  had  told  her  that  the  charm 
itself  had  originally  been  given  to  a  Firbolg  prin¬ 
cess  as  the  price  of  her  love  by  a  Tuatha  De  Dan- 
aan  warrior,  and  that  it  had  power  to  save  its 
owner’s  lover  from  death  or  the  designs  of  the 
devil.  And  who  knows?  One  thing  is  as  certain 
as  another  and  nothing  is  reasonable.  All  men  and 
women  fashion  their  own  gods,  and  they  are  all 
omnipotent. 

Three  times  she  dipped  the  stone  in  the  water 
and  three  times  she  pressed  it  to  the  Stranger’s 
lips,  praying  to  Crom.  And  strangely  enough, 
after  the  third  pressure  he  stirred,  then  turned  on 
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his  side  and  opened  his  eyes.  She  hastily  hid  the 
stone  in  the  little  embroidered  packet  that  hung 
between  her  breasts,  suspended  by  a  silk  string. 
As  she  buttoned  her  bodice  she  turned  to  him  and 
smiled.  He  smiled  too,  fleetingly,  as  if  he  had 
been  dreaming.  Then  the  smile  died  quickly,  like 
a  gleam  of  sunshine  followed  by  rain  on  a  wet  day 
in  spring.  He  started.  His  limbs  quivered,  and 
he  clutched  at  the  clothes. 

“What  noise  is  that  I  hear?”  he  cried  with  a  wild 
look  in  his  eyes. 

“It  is  nothing,”  said  Little  Mary,  “but  the  high 
tide  beating  on  the  Jagged  Rock.  Perhaps  it  is 
the  noises  of  your  dreams  you  hear.” 

“The  noises  of  my  dreams?  What  do  you  mean? 
What  happened  to  me?” 

She  began  to  tell  him.  Her  voice  had  a  ringing 
sweet  sound  totally  different  to  her  usual  voice 
when  talking  to  Red  John.  The  resonance  of 
each  word  seemed  to  stand  in  the  air  for  a  moment 
after  she  had  spoken  the  word.  So  it  seemed  to 
the  Stranger.  He  listened  to  that  after-sound 
without  hearing  the  words  she  was  uttering.  His 
imagination,  strained  by  the  fit  that  was  upon  him, 
thought  that  she  was  a  spirit. 

“Ha,”  he  said  to  himself,  “I  don’t  believe  in 
spirits.” 

Then  suddenly  he  felt  a  queer  sensation  in  his 
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head,  as  if  something  were  going  to  snap  within 
the  roof  of  his  skull,  just  inside.  He  sat  up  in  bed 
and  strained  out  his  hands  to  the  full  extent  of  his 
arms.  He  was  afraid  something  was  going  to  hap¬ 
pen.  He  did  not  know  what.  Death?  Thethought 
came  suddenly  and  he  screamed  with  fright. 
“What  is  it?”  cried  Little  Mary,  her  face  white 
with  fear. 

She  rushed  to  his  side,  clutched  him  about  the 
waist,  and  put  her  face  up  to  his.  He  clutched 
her  in  turn,  but  his  eyes  wandered  over  her  body 
without  seeing  her.  The  vision  of  death  was  be¬ 
fore  his  eyes.  He  could  see  his  own  corpse  lying 
stiff  and  naked.  He  was  waiting  for  that  thing  to 
snap  within  his  skull.  Where  would  he  go  then? 
What  was  there  beyond?  He  had  mocked  death. 
He  had  told  himself  that  he  was  eager  to  end  the 
misery  of  existence.  Death,  death,  yes  death,  but 
not  like  this.  Like  what  then?  With  his  boots  on? 
In  battle?  But  his  memory,  clear  and  scornful  in 
that  dread  moment  of  waiting,  taunted  him  with 
the  fact  that  he  had  feared  it  just  as  much  in  bat¬ 
tle.  He  had  trembled  with  fear  when  the  shells 
burst  near  him,  and  at  night  when  he  heard  the 
dull  sound  of  tunnelling  under  his  feet.  Christ! 
where  was  his  philosophy? 

“Little  Mary,”  he  moaned,  “I  don’t  want  to  die.” 

As  he  uttered  the  words  “to  die”  his  voice  rose 

70 


The 


black  soul 

almost  to  a  shriek,  as  if  he  were  afraid  even  to  hear 
himself  talk  of  death. 

“You  will  not  die,”  she  said  calmly.  But  she  clung 
to  him  more  closely,  for  she  too  was  afraid.  She 
was  not  afraid  of  death  but  of  life  without  her 
lover.  Her  strong  healthy  body  could  not  imagine 
death. 

“No,  I  will  not  die,”  he  said,  but  even  as  he  said 
it,  he  felt  more  afraid.  The  fright  spread  all  over 
his  limbs  as  if  he  had  conscious  nerve-centres 
everywhere.  The  soles  of  his  feet  itched.  His 
feet  and  shins  felt  as  if  needles  were  being  thrust 
rapidly  into  them.  He  thought  his  heart  was  going 
to  burst.  Then  his  lungs  were  expanding.  Then 
his  throat  swelled.  Then  his  eyes  commenced  to 
move  straight  forward  from  his  head.  Then  there 
was  a  complete  stoppage  of  all  his  organs.  His 
body  went  rigid.  There  was  a  tense  moment  of 
waiting,  wondering  when  it  would  happen,  his 
death.  But  just  when  he  reached  that  point  his 
reason  began  to  work  again.  It  began  to  work 
like  a  clock  that  stops  mysteriously  for  a  moment 
in  the  stillness  of  the  night  and  begins  to  work 
again  of  its  own  accord.  Thought  flashed  across 
his  mind,  cool  and  cunning.  It  mocked  his  fear. 
“Bah,”  he  said  with  a  laugh,  “what  was  I  talking 
about?  Get  me  a  drink!” 

While  she  was  away  for  the  drink,  he  lay  on  his 
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back  thinking.  His  reason  kept  tormenting  him. 
“There  you  are,”  it  said.  “You  wanted  to  die,  but 
now  that  death  threatens  you,  you  are  afraid  to 
die.”  He  tried  to  deny  that.  His  vanity  said  that 
he  did  not  fear  death  itself,  but  the  uncertainty  of 
what  came  after  it,  that  he  hated  to  die  because  he 
had  not  done  any  of  the  things  he  might  have 
done.  “With  my  ability  I  could  have  done  .  .  . 
oh  damn  it.”  Again  he  began  to  reason  out  what 
would  happen  to  him  if  that  thing  did  snap  in  his 
brain  and  he  died.  By  the  time  Little  Mary  came 
back  with  the  drink  he  had  forgotten  about  him¬ 
self  altogether  and  was  debating  whether  the 
Monistic  conception  of  the  Universe  were  the 
correct  one.  He  had  just  decided  that  “that  idea,” 
he  did  not  know  very  clearly  what  it  was,  was  far 
more  terrible  than  complete  annihilation,  when 
Little  Mary  put  her  hand  under  his  head  and  held 
a  drink  to  his  lips. 

“Drink  this,”  she  said. 

He  gulped  down  the  hot  milk  and  then  suddenly 
he  felt  grateful  to  her.  He  became  clearly  con¬ 
scious  of  her  presence  beside  him  and  it  gave  him 
a  peculiar  sense  of  cleanliness.  It  was  the  first 
awakening  of  his  clean  youth  in  him,  of  the  Fergus 
O’Connor  who  lived  a  clean  life  before  his  father’s 
death  turned  him  towards  cynicism  and  debau¬ 
chery.  He  had  always  been  that  way,  a  prey  to 
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impulses.  He  could  contemplate  with  equanimity 
the  destruction  of  a  race,  and  yet  he  would  remem¬ 
ber  the  generosity  of  a  tramp  and  to  hurt  a  fly 
caused  him  physical  pain. 

He  looked  up  at  her  and  touched  her  hand.  He 
tried  to  say  something  but  he  couldn’t.  His  throat 
went  dry  and  he  flushed.  He  saw  her  beauty  as 
a  pure  thing,  too,  for  the  first  time.  It  made  him 
feel  ashamed  of  himself,  her  beauty.  He  let  go 
her  hand  hurriedly. 

While  he  held  her  hand  Little  Mary  blushed 
deeply.  Until  then  she  had  been  as  cool  and 
collected  as  a  hospital  nurse.  But  the  pressure  of 
his  hand  sent  a  warm  thrill  through  her  body. 
She  wanted  to  lie  down  and  close  her  eyes.  The 
fierceness  of  passion  that  filled  her  while  he  was 
unconscious  of  her  presence  left  her.  As  soon  as 
he  noticed  her  with  even  a  glance  of  the  eye  and  a 
pressure  of  the  hand  her  womanly  instincts  forced 
her  to  shrink  from  him,  blushing.  She  retired  to 
the  chair  at  the  head  of  the  bed  and  sat  down ;  her 
hands  trembled  as  she  fastened  the  neck  of  her 
bodice  she  had  left  undone  when  she  hurriedly 
put  back  the  charm.  Her  face  shivered  spasmodic¬ 
ally  as  if  she  were  swallowing  something  indescrib¬ 
ably  sweet. 

They  waited  in  silence  until  the  doctor  came. 
Shy  even  to  think  of  him  now,  she  listened  in  rapt 
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attention  to  the  noise  of  the  water  dripping  into 
the  barrel  placed  at  the  gable,  to  catch  the  water 
that  dripped  from  the  roof.  He  lay  thinking  of 
many  things.  His  weary  brain  stared  at  this  new 
sensation,  so  different  to  any  he  had  felt  before, 
this  sensation  of  being  purified  by  the  presence  of 
a  beautiful  woman,  of  being  cared  for,  of  being 
protected  spiritually.  Like  wild  nature  outside, 
lying  bare  in  its  winter  sleep,  his  soul  rested.  So 
they  waited,  resting,  he,  she  and  nature,  as  if  they 
were  waiting  in  silence  together  for  the  beginning 
of  life. 

The  noise  of  horse’s  hoofs  came  to  them  from 
the  lane.  The  sounds  were  uneven  as  of  a  horse 
ridden  by  an  unskilled  rider.  Then  loud  shouting 
was  heard  and  Little  Mary  ran  out.  The  pony  was 
standing  at  the  door.  He  was  champing  at  the 
bit  and  kicking  his  belly  with  his  right  hind  leg, 
for  never  in  his  life  before  had  a  saddle  touched 
his  back  or  a  bit  been  in  his  mouth.  In  Inverara 
it  was  considered  unmanly  to  use  anything  on  a 
horse  but  a  rope  halter,  and  a  rough  blanket  to 
protect  the  crutch  from  the  horse’s  spine.  The 
new  doctor  sat  on  the  pony’s  back,  Dr.  Cassidy’s 
successor  (Dr.  Cassidy  had  been  forced  to  retire 
in  his  eightieth  year  because  of  a  petition  being 
lodged  with  the  County  Council  by  the  islanders). 
The  new  doctor  was  from  Dublin.  He  considered 
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himself  an  important  person  and  therefore  always 
insisted  on  riding  a  saddled  horse  to  visit  a  patient. 
Being  too  mean  to  buy  a  horse  and  feed  it,  he 
bought  a  cheap  saddle  and  reins  instead  and  com¬ 
pelled  the  islanders  to  bring  him  their  horses  for 
his  use.  He  sat  on  the  pony’s  back,  a  white  muffler 
wound  many  times  around  his  neck,  in  brand- 
new  russet  riding  breeches  and  gaiters  like  an 
English  sportsman  in  a  film  picture.  He  wore  a 
hard  bowler  hat  perched  on  his  square  head.  The 
trimmest  of  clipped  moustaches  covered  his  upper 
lips.  He  cracked  his  whip  timorously,  taking  care 
not  to  touch  the  mare  with  it.  He  sat  there  wait¬ 
ing,  either  because  he  was  unable  to  dismount 
without  assistance  or  because  he  considered  it 
proper  for  a  gentleman  to  wait  until  somebody 
held  the  stirrup.  They  called  him  Dr.  Aloysius 
Rogan  at  the  post  office  and  on  Government 
papers,  but  the  peasants  called  him  “the  Son  of 
the  Potman,”  because  they  said  his  father  kept  a 
public-house  in  the  Dublin  slums. 

Little  Mary  helped  him  to  dismount.  He  leaned 
against  her  more  heavily  than  was  necessary.  In 
his  own  estimation  he  was  “a  devil  among  the 
girls,”  and  he  had  “his  eye  on  Little  Mary”  for  a 
long  time.  A  group  of  peasants  that  had  rushed 
out  of  their  cabins  as  soon  as  the  arrival  of  the 
doctor  was  reported  by  a  dirty  boy  who  had  been 

75 


digging  for  a  rat  in  the  fence  beside  the  road, 
gathered  around  Red  John’s  gate,  spitting  from 
their  throats  needlessly  and  rubbing  the  backs 
of  their  hands  across  their  mouths.  The  doctor 
paused  a  moment  to  inquire  the  name  of  the  vil¬ 
lage,  although  he  knew  it  quite  well,  and  then 
entered  the  cabin.  The  peasants  leaned  over  the 
fence  and  passed  disparaging  remarks  on  the 
doctor,  the  saddle,  and  on  Red  John  for  not  tight¬ 
ening  his  mare’s  hind  shoes. 

“Does  he  think  a  horse  is  a  donkey  the  son  of  a 
lame  monk?”  said  one. 

“Who  the  devil  is  sick,  God  forgive  us?”  said 
another. 

“It’s  the  Stranger,  and  no  wonder  God  would 
stiffen  his  blasphemous  tongue,”  said  another. 
“No,  no,  curly  Stephen,”  said  another,  “sure  it’s 
the  war  has  stricken  the  poor  man.  He  bought 
me  a  drink  the  other  night.  He  is  good-natured 
and  God-fearing.” 

“Begob,”  said  a  large-eared  man  with  a  coarse 
laugh,  “I  thought  it  was  how  Red  John  had 
brought  his  boat  into  port  at  last,”  meaning  that 
he  thought  Red  John  was  about  to  become  the 
father  of  a  family.  They  all  laughed. 

The  doctor  stood  for  fully  a  minute  in  the  kit¬ 
chen  taking  off  his  gloves.  He  smelt  the  walls  all 
round  like  an  excise  officer  smelling  for  illicit 
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whisky.  He  handed  his  gloves  to  Little  Mary  and 
looked  at  her  deeply  as  she  took  them.  Then  the 
Stranger’s  voice  came  from  the  room  harshly. 
“Who  the  devil  is  that,  Little  Mary?”  he  cried. 

The  doctor  arched  his  eyebrows  and  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  He  went  to  the  door  of  the  Stran¬ 
ger’s  room  and  thrust  in  his  head  and  right  foot 
like  a  man  going  to  visit  a  prize  sow  in  a  pigstye. 
He  saw  the  Stranger  lying  on  the  bed,  the  long 
pale  hands  lying  over  the  coverlet,  the  black  eyes 
gleaming,  looking  fiercely  at  him,  the  brown 
beard  giving  the  face  the  expression  of  a  beach¬ 
comber.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders  again  and 
advanced  into  the  room.  His  face  was  set  in  an 
expression  that  he  had  studied  in  the  Dublin  hos¬ 
pitals  when  he  realized  that  his  abilities  would 
never  allow  him  to  aim  any  higher  than  a  practice 
among  peasants  or  in  the  slums.  It  was  a  disdain¬ 
ful,  condescending  expression. 

“Well,  my  man,”  he  said,  “how  do  you  feel?” 
Then  without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  turned  to 
Little  Mary  and  said,  “Does  the  sea  ever  come 
down  as  far  as  this  from  the  beach?  What  did  you 
say  the  village  was  called?  Ro-ro-rooy,  oh !  Funny 
name.”  Then  immediately  he  forgot  Little  Mary 
and  his  question,  began  to  whistle  “Over  the 
waves,”  took  from  his  shoulders  the  shooting  bag 
that  held  his  instruments  and  began  to  open  it  on 

77 


the  table.  Little  Mary  stared  at  him  with  a  brood¬ 
ing  expression  in  her  eyes,  as  if  he  were  a  danger¬ 
ous  animal.  The  Stranger  turned  on  his  side  and 
glared  at  him.  He  was  fuming  inwardly  against 
“this  impertinent  fellow,”  but  he  was  afraid  to 
say  anything.  He  was  more  afraid  of  death  than 
he  was  insulted  by  the  attitude  of  the  doctor. 
Would  the  doctor  be  able  to  assist  him?  Would  he 
be  able  to  cure  that  catching  in  the  chest,  when  the 
heart  beat  too  quickly?  Would  he  be  able  to  stop 
the  trembling  of  the  limbs  when  fear  struck  him? 
Would  he  be  able  to  dispel  the  visions  from  the 
brain?  He  was  ashamed  too  of  the  position  in 
which  the  doctor  found  him,  lying  in  the  cabin  of 
a  peasant.  He  struggled  between  shame  and  fear 
and  hope  and  anger  on  the  bed  until  at  last  the 
doctor  approached  him  with  a  stethoscope.  Then 
he  felt  a  desire  to  jump  up  and  strangle  the  doctor, 
in  order  to  rid  himself  of  this  complex  tangle  of 
emotions  by  some  sudden  physical  act.  But  that 
impulse  vanished  immediately.  He  felt  a  kind  of 
careless  resignation,  much  the  same  as  the  soldier 
feels  when  he  is  being  court-martialled  and  he 
knows  that  no  effort  of  will  or  of  body  or  no 
strength  of  evidence  will  have  any  effect  on  the 
stupidity  of  his  judges  or  on  the  mighty  machine 
that  they  control. 

The  doctor  sounded  his  chest  and  back.  He 
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tapped  his  knees.  He  put  his  hand  before  his 
eyes,  ordering  him  to  look  at  a  point  on  the  wall 
in  a  voice  one  would  use  talking  to  a  stone  man. 
He  looked  at  his  tongue  and  put  a  lens  down  his 
jaws  and  peered  at  it.  He  tapped  the  teeth  casually 
with  the  lens.  He  pressed  his  finger  against  the 
cheekbones  and  watched  the  blood  crawling  back 
over  the  whitened  space.  He  felt  the  pulse  and 
whistled  like  an  engine  thudding  and  tapped  his 
foot  in  time  with  the  tune  as  he  took  the  count. 
He  felt  his  loins  and  asked  him  did  he  ever  have 
venereal  disease.  Then  he  threw  the  clothes  back 
over  the  body  with  a  sigh,  went  to  the  table  and 
laid  down  his  instruments.  The  Stranger  lay  trem¬ 
bling,  resignedly  accepting  all  this  contumely  in 
his  fear  of  death.  He  stopped  breathing,  waiting 
for  the  doctor’s  verdict. 

“Nothing  the  matter  with  you  that  I  can  see,” 
said  the  doctor,  lighting  a  cigarette.  “Been  drink¬ 
ing  too  much  and  you  are  suffering  from  acute 
indigestion.  Just  come  back  from  the  United 
States?  A  relative  of  these  people?”  He  waved 
the  match  in  Little  Mary’s  direction. 

The  Stranger  having  discovered  that  there  was 
no  danger  of  immediate  death  and  that  his  fears 
were  all  fantasies,  now  boiled  with  rage  against 
“this  lout  of  a  fellow.”  He  grew  choleric.  His 
lips  twitched  and  his  nostrils  curved  upwards  like 
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a  dog  going  to  snarl.  But  he  could  say  nothing. 
Still  the  doctor  was  absolutely  unmoved. 

“Sorry,  my  man,”  he  said.  “One  gets  irritable  in  a 
place  like  this.  That  sea  must  be  lonely  at  nights. 
Dreadful  place.  Wonder  the  Government  doesn’t 
.  .  .  Ah  yes,  this  will  be  .  .  .  yes,  h’m  .  .  .  Let’s 
say  ten  shillings.  I’ll  send  you  a  bottle.  A  spoon¬ 
ful  three  times  a  day.  The  -  er  -  your  husband,  I 
believe,  my  good  woman,  will  —  er  -  take  it  over 
to  you.  And  by  crickey,  I’d  advise  you  to  stop 
drinking.” 

“Get  me  my  purse,”  said  the  Stranger  to  Little 
Mary.  “You’ll  find  it  in  the  portmanteau  there. 
There,  there,  that  black  one.  Quick.  ’  ’  He  snapped 
his  fingers,  eager  to  pay  the  doctor  and  get  him 
out  of  the  room  before  he  should  lose  control  of 
himself  and  strangle  him.  “The  ass,”  he  muttered 
to  himself,  sitting  up  in  bed,  twitching  his  toes 
and  gripping  the  blanket  with  his  hands,  waiting 
for  his  purse.  “To  think  that  I  must  be  insulted 
by  a  fellow  like  that.  Great  Scott,  is  this  the  way 
they  treat  everybody?  Great  Christ,  if  I  could  only 
beat  his  face  into  a  pulp.”  He  took  a  ten-shilling 
note  from  his  purse  with  trembling  hands  and 
threw  it  to  the  doctor  without  speaking.  The 
doctor  caught  it  deftly  between  his  fingers  as  it 
fluttered  to  the  floor.  He  carelessly  packed  his 
bag,  slung  it  on  his  shoulder,  said  “Good  morn- 
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ing,  you’ll  be  all  right  in  a  few  days,”  and  left  the 
room,  followed  by  Little  Mary. 

The  Stranger  lay  on  the  bed  without  moving 
with  the  notecase  in  his  hands.  He  suddenly  took 
out  the  notes  and  counted  them.  As  he  was  not 
going  to  die,  he  had  an  interest  in  his  material 
wealth,  and  he  put  his  hand  to  his  chin. 

“Wait  now,”  he  mused  ;  “I  have  paid  for  a  year’s 
board  and  lodging  to  Red  John.  Good  job  I  did 
that.  I’m  safe  for  a  year.  And  let  me  see  :  twenty, 
twenty-five,  thirty,  forty,  forty-five,  fifty,  fifty- 
three  pounds  .  .  .  ten  and  there  are  a  few  shillings 
in  my  trousers  pockets.”  He  put  the  notes  back 
and  gripped  the  purse  between  his  fingers.  He 
must  look  after  that  money.  Life  was  sweet  after 
all.  It  would  be  all  right  living  in  Rooruck  .  .  . 
away  from  the  world.  Just  living  without  any 
effort.  God  knows  what  he  might  not  discovei 
about  life  sitting  up  there  on  the  Hill  of  Fate. 
“Say,  supposing  I  was  sent  here  by  fate  to  dis¬ 
cover  something  wonderful !”  He  became  enthusi¬ 
astic. 

Then  Little  Mary  came  in  and  he  handed  her 
the  purse.  She  was  smiling,  glad  that  he  was  not 
seriously  ill.  The  white  streaks  in  her  grey  eyes 
were  shining  brightly  as  she  smiled. 

“Thank  God,  you’ll  be  all  right,”  she  said.  “He 
told  me  to  get  you  a  drop  of  brandy  for  the  pain 
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in  your  stomach.  He  said  it  was  wind.  I’ll  run 
down  to  Derrane’s  and  see  have  they  got  any.” 
“Don’t  be  long  away,  Mary,”  he  called  after  her 
as  she  went.  He  was  afraid  of  being  alone.  As 
soon  as  she  had  left  the  house  he  became  worried 
again.  His  enthusiasm  vanished.  He  suspected 
that  the  doctor  had  told  him  a  lie.  What  did  the 
doctor  care?  He  recalled  stories  he  had  heard  of 
doctors  letting  people  die  without  making  the 
least  effort  to  save  them.  He  felt  that  he  was 
deserted  by  the  world,  that  nobody  cared  whether 
he  lived  or  died,  that  he  was  unable  to  help  him¬ 
self,  that  there  was  nobody  bound  to  him  by  ties 
of  blood.  He  heard  the  sea  rumble.  He  felt  a 
morose  satisfaction  in  the  thought  that  it  was 
licking  its  jaws  preparing  to  devour  him.  Then 
the  thought  came  to  him  that  he  would  die  at 
night,  alone  in  his  room.  The  wind  would  sing  a 
cunning  hissing  song  trying  to  calm  his  fears  so 
that  the  sea  would  crawl  up  unawares  and  devour 
him.  Then  all  those  black  cormorants  that  he  had 
seen  on  the  Jagged  Reef  would  strain  out  their 
twisted  long  necks  and  tear  pieces  from  his  car¬ 
cass.  They  would  swallow  the  pieces  without 
chewing  them  and  tear  again.  Then  he  discovered 
himself  counting  the  number  of  cormorants  that 
were  tearing  at  his  body  and  he  tried  to  shout. 
But  he  was  too  agitated  to  shout.  He  crept  down 
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under  the  blankets  and  commenced  to  cry.  He 
felt  sorry  that  he  couldn’t  pray  to  God  without 
losing  his  self-respect.  It  would  be  such  a  comfort 
to  throw  himself  on  the  mercy  of  some  Being  that 
was  stronger  than  nature.  There  was  no  use 
appealing  to  nature.  Nature  was  too  strong  and 
just  to  be  influenced  by  prayer.  Then  he  remem¬ 
bered  Little  Mary.  “Great  God,”  he  murmured, 
“that  woman  is  good  to  me.”  Then  to  hide  from 
himself  the  fact  that  he  wanted  her  near  him  be¬ 
cause  he  was  ill  and  helpless,  he  told  himself  that 
he  was  very  fond  of  her  and  he  became  jealous  of 
her  husband. 

When  she  brought  him  the  brandy  he  thanked 
her  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  She  wanted  to  put  her 
arms  about  him  and  embrace  him,  but  instead  she 
drew  away  to  the  window  and  pulled  the  curtain 
over  it. 

“Go  to  sleep  now,”  she  whispered.  She  tiptoed 
to  the  door.  She  was  closing  the  door  when  he 
asked  her  to  leave  it  open.  He  wanted  to  hear 
her  moving  in  the  kitchen.  He  was  afraid  of  being 
alone.  He  watched  her  move  around  the  kitchen 
for  a  time  and  then  he  became  sleepy  as  the  brandy 
warmed  his  stomach.  He  lay  prone  and  closed  his 
eyes.  He  heard  Red  John  coming  into  the  kit¬ 
chen,  shuffling  and  grumbling. 

"Hey  then,  woman,  there’s  a  journey  for  you,  and 
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the  son  of  a  loose  woman  never  gave  me  a  drink. 
Hey  then  there’s  a  doctor  for  you.” 

“Be  quiet  there,  you  pest,”  said  Little  Mary. 
“Hey  then,  whose  house  is  this,  cracked  woman?” 

Then  he  heard  Red  John  talking  in  a  loud  voice 
outside  the  door  to  somebody  about  the  weather. 
“I  would  say  in  spite  of  the  four  Gospels  if  they 
were  laid  on  my  palm  that  the  wind  has  veered 
southward  a  point,”  Red  John  was  saying. 

The  Stranger  wondered  for  a  few  moments  where 
Red  John  had  heard  of  the  four  Gospels,  or  if  he 
knew  what  they  were  about,  and  if  he  did  read 
them,  would  he  think  them  credible?  He  decided 
that  Red  John  would  spit  and  say  “Huh”  when  he 
had  finished  reading  the  Gospels.  Then  he  fell 
asleep. 

He  awoke  at  intervals  during  the  day.  The  kit¬ 
chen  was  full  of  peasants,  men  and  women,  every 
time  he  awoke.  The  peasants  of  Rooruck,  like 
all  peasants  and  rustics  and  small  townspeople, 
loved  the  sensation  of  somebody  in  their  village 
being  dead  or  sick  or  murdered  or  accused  of 
murder  or  gone  mad.  They  did  not  read  news¬ 
papers,  so  the  pleasure  of  talking  scandal  and  try¬ 
ing  to  foist  crimes  and  immoral  habits  on  each 
other  was  their  only  harmless  pleasure.  But  they 
were  willing  to  pay  for  their  pleasure.  They 
brought  Little  Mary  jugs  of  milk,  round  “hil- 
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locks”  of  butter,  and  dried  fish  as  gifts  for  the 
“sick  man.”  The  men  sat  near  the  door  on  a 
wooden  bench  with  their  elbows  on  their  knees, 
spitting  everywhere.  The  women  huddled  them¬ 
selves  like  Turks  on  the  floor  with  their  hands 
clasped  in  front  of  their  shins.  They  would  sit  in 
silence  for  a  long  time,  pitching  from  side  to  side 
uneasily  like  sheep  being  eaten  by  maggots.  They 
rolled  their  eyes  around  vigorously  to  examine 
everything.  Then  they  went  away  and  gathered 
in  groups  around  the  village.  They  talked  for 
hours  with  their  heads  close  together,  hugging 
their  elbows  like  wicked  Chinamen  in  a  film 
tragedy. 

“Lord  save  us,  the  way  Little  Mary  looks  at  one.” 
“Did  you  notice  anything,  O  wife  of  Lame  Peter?” 
“I  did,  but  I  wouldn’t  like  to  mention  it.” 

“Ye  needn’t  be  afraid.  I  noticed  the  same  thing 
myself.” 

“You  mean  to  say  that — ” 

“Yes,  that’s  the  very  thing  I  said  to  myself  as  soon 
as  I  entered  the  house.” 

“It  should  be  stopped.” 

“A  fine-built  woman  like  that  not  to  have  a  child. 
It’s  the  curse  of  God  that  struck  her  barren.” 

It  was  about  midnight  when  the  Stranger  awoke. 
He  felt  refreshed.  When  his  consciousness  fully 
awakened  and  he  remembered  the  events  of  the 
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day  before,  he  felt  a  strange  happiness.  It  ap¬ 
peared  to  him  that  he  had  escaped  a  great  catas¬ 
trophe.  He  sat  up  in  bed  with  his  hands  about 
his  knees,  contemplating  himself. 

Nature  was  still,  except  for  the  distant  quarrel¬ 
ling  of  the  sea,  as  if  the  waves  were  complaining 
at  being  forced  to  keep  vigil  over  sleeping  nature. 
It  was  so  still  that  he  thought  the  world  was  dead. 
'‘This  is  the  turning-point  in  my  life,”  he  said, 
nodding  his  head  and  frowning  as  if  he  were  stat¬ 
ing  an  irrefutable  fact.  Then  he  began  to  think 
with  remarkable  clarity.  He  fancied  that  he  could 
see  his  brain  thinking.  It  appeared  to  him  to  be 
like  a  crystal  with  amorphous  ideas  glinting  w'ithin 
it.  He  wanted  to  poke  his  fingers  into  its  sides 
like  a  boy  watching  goldfish  in  a  glass.  Then  he 
lay  back  from  the  contemplation  of  his  brain-  and 
became  aware  of  the  power  and  vastness  of  nature. 
“I  am  a  part  of  nature.”  Before,  he  had  considered 
himself  superior  to  nature.  Now  it  struck  him 
that  he  was  merely  a  component  part  of  the  uni¬ 
verse,  just  an  atom,  with  less  power  than  the 
smallest  fleck  of  foam  that  was  snatched  by  the 
wind  from  the  nostrils  of  an  advancing  wave. 
Ha !  Then  he  belonged  to  something.  There  was 
a  mother  too  between  whose  breasts  he  could  hide 
his  head,  a  mother  more  powerful  than  a  thousand 
gods.  Just  fancy.  He  could  surrender  himself  to 
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nature  without  fear.  He  smiled,  confident  that 
he  had  solved  the  puzzle  of  life.  Now  death  could 
hold  no  terror  for  him,  since  after  death  he  would 
return  to  nature  and  nature  was  immortal.  It 
always  moved,  and  motion  was  life.  He  listened 
to  the  voice  of  the  sea  eagerly,  as  to  the  voice  of  a 
father.  He  pictured  it  tumbling  in  among  the 
rocks,  beds  of  seaweed  swimming  in  the  white 
surf.  He  heard  its  crash  as  it  struck  the  base  of 
the  cliffs.  He  saw  the  fountain  of  surf  rising,  hiss¬ 
ing  as  it  rose  to  a  slender  curving  point.  He  saw 
it  fall  backwards  into  the  retreating  wave  that 
scurried  in  and  out  among  the  long-toothed  rocks 
as  if  it  had  been  blinded  and  had  lost  its  way.  He 
saw  it  drivelling  into  pools  and  then  rush  with  a 
subdued  roar  into  the  body  of  the  ocean,  to  join 
another  wave  that  towered  higher  and  higher  as  it 
advanced,  green  and  menacing.  Ha!  It  moved 
without  purpose.  That  was  life,  motion  without 
purpose. 

He  jumped  up  in  bed  and  cried  in  an  awed  whis¬ 
per,  “By  God,  I’ve  found  it !,;  He  judged  the 
world  in  the  light  of  his  discovery,  that  life  was 
motion  without  purpose.  His  brain  had  a  weird 
faculty  for  presenting  things  to  him  vividly,  as 
clearly  as  if  they  were  filmed.  He  watched  the 
tens  of  millions  of  people  in  cities  striving  for 
wealth,  power  and  fame,  sacrificing  everything 
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to  gain  honour  and  property.  He  laughed  out¬ 
right,  heartily.  It  was  the  most  ridiculous  farce 
he  had  ever  looked  at.  He  held  his  sides  laughing. 
He  began  to  imitate  them.  He  saw  a  fat-bellied 
man  rising  at  a  Business  Dinner.  “Gentlemen!” 
he  said,  “I  can  confidently  assert  that  James  Buch¬ 
anan  is  a  man  who  will  leave  his  mark  on  the 
pages  of  the  world’s  history.  His  self-sacrifice,  his 
indomitable  courage,  his  business  acumen,  his 
untiring  energy,  his  .  .  .”  “Oh  hell,”  gurgled  the 
Stranger,  “now  I  understand  Rabelais!”  He  saw 
others,  lean-faced  men,  with  anger  in  their  eyes 
and  hunger  in  their  stomachs,  shouting  at  the  fat- 
bellied  men,  agitating  for  revolution  and  liberty, 
shouting  about  ideals  and  principles,  honour,  self- 
sacrifice,  brotherly  love!  They  were  still  more 
ridiculous.  Did  the  sea  have  principles?  Did  the 
wind  rise  and  tear  down  houses  inspired  by  ideas? 
Did  the  rain  flood  towns,  inspired  by  the  spirit  of 
self-sacrifice?  Did  the  waves  consider  themselves 
in  honour  bound  to  wreck  ships?  “Pish!  It’s 
motion  without  purpose,”  he  said,  turning  on  his 
side  to  have  a  better  view  of  the  idiots.  He  nestled 
his  hands  between  his  thighs.  And  now  the  world 
presented  the  appearance  of  a  lunatic  asylum. 
Demented  people  were  running  about,  grinning 
like  apes,  shouting  at  one  another,  puffing  out 
their  chests,  turning  somersaults  like  small  boys 
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from  school  on  a  holiday.  One  man  came  running 
with  a  manuscript  in  his  hand.  “I  am  a  genius,” 
he  cried.  “See  this  book  I  have  written!”  The 
manuscript  rolled  page  after  page  before  the 
Stranger’s  eyes.  He  read  every  word  in  a  trice. 
He  saw  vermin  crawling  on  the  beautiful  heroine’s 
corpse  even  before  she  had  fallen  into  her  lover’s 
arms  in  the  last  paragraph.  Then  another  man 
appeared,  with  something  in  a  little  glass  tube. 
“Hey!  you  people,”  he  cried,  “hey  you,  look  at 
me.  I’m  the  devil  of  a  scientist !  I  have  discovered 
a  cure  for  all  diseases.  Man  will  soon  be  im¬ 
mortal.”  And  he  had  scarcely  finished  speaking 
when  he  got  run  over  by  a  motor-car  and  got 
killed.  A  fat  general  with  bandy  legs,  a  fierce 
moustache  and  a  sloping  forehead  came  along. 
He  stood  squat  and  roared  like  a  bull  until  his 
lungs  almost  burst  and  his  face  was  red  and  cho¬ 
leric.  “This  is  General  Dictator  speaking,”  he 
shouted.  “I  have  killed  a  million  of  the  enemy. 
Now  let  liberty  reign  and  peace.”  The  millions 
flung  their  hats  in  the  air,  when  a  huge  wave  rose 
playfully  and  enveloped  all  the  millions !  Then  the 
whole  world  froze  up  and  skidded  off  through 
space.  Another  planet  had  collided  with  it. 

The  Stranger  was  laughing  at  his  vision  when  he 
suddenly  became  vexed  with  the  folly  of  the  world. 
“What  a  scoundrelly  farce!”  he  muttered.  “And 
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look  at  all  the  good  men  it  deceives!”  There  was 
no  end,  no  goal,  no  certainty,  except  in  living  aim¬ 
lessly.  Nothing  was  assured  but  the  air,  the  earth 
and  the  sea.  He  fancied  that  he  could  see  the 
cormorants  sitting  stupidly  on  the  Jagged  Rock, 
bobbing  their  heads  lazily.  “We  have  lived  here 
five  hundreds  of  years,”  they  croaked  sardonic¬ 
ally.  “And  we  have  heard  it  all,  all  before  now! 
but  tell  us  what  does  it  end  in?  In  ashes  and 
oblivion.” 

Then  having  torn  the  veil  ot  sanity  from  the  face 
of  the  mad  world  he  turned  on  himself.  He  had 
been  just  as  insane  as  the  others  whom  he  despised, 
trying  to  create  a  purpose  in  life.  He  had  con¬ 
sidered  himself  a  genius  and  was  enraged  with  his 
fellows  for  ignoring  him.  “Fancy  being  vexed 
with  people  whom  you  despise!”  Ha,  he  could 
laugh  at  them  all  now! 

Then,  having  satisfied  his  vanity,  he  stopped 
thinking.  He  listened  for  sounds  in  the  house. 
He  felt  a  slight  thirst  and  thought  he  would  call 
out  for  some  brandy.  But  he  immediately  found 
that  he  did  not  feel  thirsty  but  hungry.  He  was 
so  glad  at  feeling  hungry  that  he  flopped  down 
flat  in  the  bed,  snored  and  fell  asleep  immediately. 

Little  Mary  sitting  by  the  kitchen  fire,  keeping 
vigil  over  him,  heard  the  creaking  of  the  bed  and 
tiptoed  to  the  room  door. 
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“Do  you  want  anything?”  she  whispered. 

Hearing  no  reply  she  moved  softly  to  the  bed 
and  heard  him  sleeping  calmly.  She  brushed  her 
hand  lightly  over  his  hair  and  went  back  to  the 
fire  again.  She  sat  half-sleeping,  half-dreaming  of 
love,  arranging  the  minutest  detail  of  her  future 
life  with  her  lover.  Her  dreams  all  began  with 
the  day  they  would  fly  from  Inverara  together. 
Before  that  day  there  was  a  vast  wilderness  in 
which  she  could  see  nothing. 

When  the  Stranger  awoke  next  morning  he  felt 
better.  There  was  nothing  but  a  slight  twitching 
at  the  knees  when,  in  spite  of  himself,  his  mind 
scurried  into  the  past  for  a  fleeting  moment.  He 
ate  ravenously.  Little  Mary  stood  beside  him 
while  he  ate,  hoping  that  he  would  give  her  a 
glance  of  recognition.  But  he  had  forgotten  all 
about  her  as  soon  as  his  fit  had  vanished.  She  was 
again  to  him  but  a  peasant  woman  who  was  hand¬ 
ing  him  his  food.  Her  eyelashes  drooped.  Her 
lips  quivered.  She  was  debating  in  her  mind 
whether  she  hated  or  loved  him.  She  wanted  to 
hate  him,  but  she  couldn’t.  But  she  made  an  irri¬ 
tated  gesture  as  she  swept  away  the  remains  of 
his  breakfast.  He  did  not  notice  it.  He  noticed 
nothing  but  himself.  He  lay  back  and  smoked 
a  pipe. 

“I  am  a  new  man,”  he  thought.  “I’m  finished 
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with  the  past.  I  think  I  will  get  up  and  walk 
around  the  shore.  I  will  look  at  the  sea.”  He  put 
on  his  clothes  and  walked  into  the  kitchen.  But 
then  he  got  dizzy  and  Little  Mary  had  to  help  him 
to  a  seat. 

Little  Mary  was  arranging  a  couch  for  him  by 
the  fire  when  Red  John  came  in. 

“How  does  the  sea  look  to-day?”  asked  the  Stran¬ 
ger. 

Red  John  growled,  “It  looks  very  well,”  and 
spat  into  the  fire.  He  sat  in  the  opposite  corner 
with  his  head  between  his  hands.  Since  he  had 
seen  his  wife  by  the  Stranger’s  bedside  with  the 
bewitched  look  in  her  eyes  his  mind  was  troubled 
with  queer  and  terrible  thoughts.  He  wanted  to 
kill  his  wife,  but  he  was  afraid  to  do  so.  The  good 
God  forbade  it.  And  in  what  other  way  could  he 
get  rid  of  her?  What  were  the  neighbours  saying 
about  him?  Great  Virgin  of  the  Valiant  Deeds! 
how  they’d  laugh  at  him  if  they  found  his  wife  was 
in  love  with  the  Stranger!  As  he  sat  by  the  fire 
he  thought  of  the  fat  widow  in  Kilmillick  who  had 
fifteen  acres  of  land,  whom  he  knew  was  willing 
to  marry  him.  Had  she  not  whispered  to  him  one 
night  in  Kilmurrage  that  it  was  lonely  sleeping 
alone  in  winter.  And  Kilmillick  was  a  better 
village  in  every  way  than  Rooruck.  He  had  heard 
Sean  Mor  prove  it  one  night  in  Mulligan’s  public- 
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house.  But  how  was  he  to  get  rid  of  his  wife? 
Eh?  He  looked  at  the  Stranger  furtively  over  his 
beard  and  then  jumped  to  his  feet  and  muttered 
as  he  went  out  of  the  door,  “To  the  devil  with  it 
for  a  story.” 

“What  is  that  he  said,  Little  Mary?”  said  the 
Stranger. 

“Oh,  don’t  mind  him,”  she  said,  fussing  anxiously 
about  the  room.  She  swore  to  herself  that  she 
would  thrash  her  husband  at  the  first  opportunity. 

But  the  Stranger  felt  uneasy.  He  realized  that 
Red  John  was  jealous  of  him.  He  thought  that 
he  was  making  a  fool  of  himself  with  Little  Mary. 
“But  good  God!  I  have  done  nothing,”  he  told 
himself.  It  was  ridiculous  to  think  that  he  would 
have  “an  affair”  with  her.  “She  is  good  to  me  and 
that  is  all,”  he  thought.  But  even  as  he  thought 
that  his  passion  became  slightly  aroused.  But  it 
died  again  immediately.  His  body  was  very  weak. 
He  laughed  lowly  and  thought,  “What  a  fool  I 
am!”  Little  Mary  looked  at  him  and  he  said  to 
her  with  a  laugh,  “Oh  well,  of  course  I  know  he 
didn’t  mean  anything.”  But  they  both  blushed  as 
they  looked  at  one  another,  as  if  they  were  con¬ 
scious  of  having  something  to  hide  from  Red  John. 

He  passed  the  day  quietly  thinking  by  the  fire, 
flying  from  one  field  of  thought  to  another  sleep¬ 
ily.  At  one  moment  he  felt  happy  and  certain  of 
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everything;  at  another  moment  he  felt  gloomy  and 
in  doubt.  He  reacted  to  every  sound  that  he  heard 
from  outside.  At  one  moment  it  was  a  boy  riding 
a  donkey  down  the  lane;  the  wild  yells  of  the  boy 
rose  triumphantly  after  each  hissing  lash  of  a  dried 
sea  rod  across  the  donkey’s  flank.  And  the  don¬ 
key’s  hoofs  tipped  the  ground  slowly  in  jingling 
succession  as  if  he  were  not  being  hit.  A  flock  of 
seagulls  whirled  screaming  over  the  village.  A 
peasant  woman  called  out  “Ho-e-e-e-e  White 
Anthony,  what  news  have  you  got?”  Then  all 
sounds  would  die  except  the  sounds  of  the  sea, 
thr-r-up,  flup,  hsssss.  Then  a  cock  would  crow 
sadly.  And  he  wove  trains  of  thought  about  all 
these  sounds.  Night  brought  him  sound  sleep. 
His  mind  was  shrouded  by  a  kind  of  birth  bag 
that  shut  out  the  world.  The  past  was  becoming 
unreal  and  distant.  The  sea  was  singing  a  croon¬ 
ing  song  in  his  ears  that  lulled  him  to  sleep.  It 
was  a  sad  song,  like  the  songs  that  mothers  sing 
to  their  babes  in  Inverara,  where  all  joy  is  the 
depth  ol  sadness  in  winter.  It  was  the  joyous 
sadness  of  those  who  grow  to  despise  joy  in  their 
sorrow.  There  was  a  half-smile  on  his  lips  as  he 
was  falling  asleep.  The  wind  coming  down  the 
slope  of  Coillnamhan  Fort  from  the  east  was  the 
last  sound  he  heard.  It  played  somnolent  music 
on  the  grey  smooth  crags,  epics  of  races  dead  a 
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million  years,  a  moment  in  its  ageless  life.  It  sang 
them  with  a  jeer  at  the  end  of  each  blast,  jeering 
at  effort  and  ambition.  He  stretched  out  his  legs, 
crossed  his  feet  and  slept. 

Next  morning  he  sat  once  more  by  the  fire.  He 
had  no  energy.  He  wanted  to  sit  quietly  and  listen 
to  life  moving  about  him.  He  shuddered  when 
he  saw  Red  John  come  in  after  a  night  hunting 
for  wreckage,  drenched  to  the  skin  by  the  ice-cold 
sea-water.  He  had  been  fighting  the  other  pea¬ 
sants  for  two  barrels  of  paraffin  oil  that  had  been 
washed  ashore  and  he  had  got  nothing.  Red  John 
walked  up  and  down  by  the  door  stamping  his  wet 
feet  and  saying  “huh”  now  and  again  viciously. 
He  began  to  curse  the  other  peasants,  gesticulat¬ 
ing. 

“That  son  of  a  wanton,  Patch  the  son  of  Bartly, 
prevented  me  from  getting  the  second  barrel,”  he 
cried,  spitting  out  of  the  door.  He  crouched 
around  the  floor  describing  the  struggle  for  the 
barrel.  He  had  gone  out  to  his  waist  to  meet  a  huge 
wave.  He  had  his  hand  on  the  barrel  as  it  was 
carried  past  him.  Then  the  wave  swept  the  barrel 
and  himself  fifty  feet  along  the  weed-covered  rocks. 
He  was  knocked  into  a  pool.  The  barrel  was 
sweeping  back  again  towards  him  on  the  backwash 
of  the  wave,  when  Patch  the  son  of  Bartly,  his  eyes 
starting  from  his  head  with  greed,  rushed  in  front 
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of  him.  Clinging  with  one  hand  to  a  ledge  of  rock 
Red  John  was  about  to  grasp  the  barrel  with  the 
other  hand  when  Patch  threw  himself  upon  it 
with  a  yell,  shouting  “Let  go,  let  go,  it’s  mine!” 
And  then  they  both  struggled  and  the  barrel  was 
carried  out  along  the  rocks  until  Michael  the  son 
of  Little  Michael  grappled  it  with  a  hook.  “I’ll 
have  his  life  yet,  the  son  of  a  wanton,”  cried  Red 
John  furiously.  Then  without  changing  his  clothes 
he  took  a  pitchfork  and  went  out  to  gather  sea¬ 
weed  on  the  pebbly  beach  that  stretched  along 
the  north  of  Rooruck  towards  Coillnamhan. 

Little  Mary  was  at  the  well  beetling  clothes,  and 
the  Stranger  sat  by  the  fire  shivering,  glad  that 
he  did  not  have  to  go  out  to  fight  for  barrels.  It 
made  him  afraid  of  life,  that  fierce  struggle  on  the 
wild  beach. 

“I  wish  Little  Mary  would  come,”  he  muttered. 
He  felt  lonely.  He  listened  to  the  splashing 
sound  of  her  beetle  falling  on  the  clothes  and 
counted  the  strokes,  wondering  when  she  would 
have  finished  and  come  back  to  him.  “Why  do  I 
want  her?”  he  cried  angrily.  “I’m  all  right,  eh? 
I  don’t  want  anybody.”  He  began  to  excuse  him¬ 
self  for  wanting  her  near  him.  Yes,  it  was  nothing 
more  than  her  company.  Nothing  more.  It  would 
be  utterly  disgraceful  falling  in  love  with  her. 
“Love?”  he  cried  aloud.  Then  he  laughed  harshly. 
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“Go  on,  O’Connor!  You  are  a  fool.  An  utter 
idiot.  I  just  want  to  talk  to  the  woman.  I  must 
talk  to  somebody.”  He  waited  until  she  came 
back.  “Sit  down,  Little  Mary,”  he  said,  “I  want 
to  talk  to  you.  Little  Mary  took  her  knitting 
and  sat  near  him  quietly.  Her  face  bore  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  a  man  preparing  for  confession. 

He  began  to  talk,  listening  to  his  own  voice 
excitedly.  He  debated  abstruse  problems.  He 
asked  himself  questions  as  he  talked.  He  threw 
out  theories  as  his  own  and  began  to  refute  them 
as  if  they  were  set  up  by  an  enemy.  Now  and 
again  he  asked  Little  Mary,  “Do  you  understand 
that?”  She  nodded  her  head  in  silence  and  looked 
at  him  with  a  smile  from  under  her  lashes.  But 
she  never  understood  a  word  of  what  he  was  say¬ 
ing.  She  was  watching  the  play  of  his  lips  as  he 
spoke,  feeling  that  she  wanted  to  kiss  them.  She 
was  debating  with  herself  what  would  put  “some 
flesh  on  his  body.”  She  was  wondering  how  he 
would  make  love  to  her  if  she  could  only  arouse 
his  passion.  She  smiled  instinctively  in  the  right 
place  or  nodded  her  head  or  shrugged  her  shoul¬ 
ders,  in  order  that  he  might  think  she  was  listen¬ 
ing  to  him  and  be  pleased  with  her.  Then  the 
Stranger  disarranged  the  pillows  under  his  back 
in  the  heat  of  an  argument  with  himself  and 
she  jumped  up  to  settle  them  comfortably.  The 
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Stranger  paused  suddenly  with  open  mouth.  He 
had  reached  what  he  thought  was  a  marvellous 
climax  to  a  chain  of  reasoning.  He  was  denouncing 
the  cupidity  of  an  American  millionaire  who  had 
rushed  from  success  to  success,  until  at  last  the 
dreary  accumulation  of  his  satisfied  mercenary 
desires  drove  him  to  .  .  .  And  just  then  when  he 
expected  Little  Mary  to  be  waiting  eagerly  for  the 
climax  she  jumped  up  to  arrange  his  pillows. 
“Bah!”  he  thought,  “she  is  a  stupid  peasant.  She 
doesn’t  understand  me.  I  must  go  and  have  a  talk 
to  O’Daly.  I  can  talk  to  him.  He  is  a  man  of  the 
world.”  But  he  sat  moodily  by  the  fire  for  another 
hour,  unable  to  rouse  his  energy. 

Then  the  wind  began  to  sigh  more  loudly.  Cows 
lowed.  The  sea  crashed  heavily  against  the  south¬ 
ern  cliffs.  The  dim  shadows  of  day  crept  up  closer 
to  the  door  of  the  cabin.  Night  was  falling.  He 
jumped  to  his  feet.  “Get  me  an  oilskin  coat, 
Mary,”  he  said,  “I  want  to  go  to  Coillnamhan.” 

She  started,  afraid  that  he  was  going  to  Car- 
mody’s  public-house. 

“Oh,  don’t  go  drinking  again,”  she  said  beseech¬ 
ingly,  standing  near  him. 

“Go  on,  get  me  the  coat,”  he  said  angrily. 

She  forgot  her  shyness  of  him  and  caught  him 
by  the  breast.  She  pressed  close  to  him  and  looked 
fondly  into  his  eyes.  He  felt  her  hot  sweet  breath 
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on  his  face.  Unconsciously  he  put  his  arms  about 
her  and  kissed  her  red  lips.  But  even  as  his  lips 
touched  hers,  his  mind  was  far  away  contem¬ 
plating  a  million  men  kissing  a  million  women 
aimlessly.  The  soft  suction  of  her  lips  burying 
themselves  in  his  repelled  him.  He  put  her  from 
him  and  stroked  her  hair.  She  stood  motionless. 
Then  he  snatched  his  coat  from  its  peg  and  went 
out.  And  as  he  strode  away  down  the  lane  he  felt 
proud  of  his  conquest  of  her,  and  he  smiled.  But 
coming  out  on  the  highroad  he  halted  and  bit  his 
lip.  His  conscience  pricked  him  for  having  kissed 
her.  He  cracked  his  fingers  and  frowned.  “She’s 
an  excellent  woman  to  me,  I  must  look  after  her,” 
he  said  and  walked  on,  as  if  he  were  an  omnipotent 
God  who  could  perform  a  miracle  or  blast  a  king¬ 
dom  with  the  snapping  of  a  finger. 

But  still  the  kiss  pursued  him.  He  kept  wiping 
his  lips  with  his  handkerchief  as  if  it  were  a  phy¬ 
sical  injury.  He  had  kissed  a  hundred  women,  in 
carbarets,  in  cafes,  even  in  brothels.  He  had  made 
love  sometimes  with  passion,  sometimes  boredly, 
always  carelessly,  forgetting  the  women  non¬ 
chalantly  after  he  had  left  them.  Yet  he  now  felt 
conscience-stricken  after  kissing  this  peasant 
woman.  “It’s  this  damn  island,”  he  growled. 
“It’s  enchanted.  Ugh!”  Nature  seemed  to  be 
leering  at  him  viciously.  He  thought  spirits  were 
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watching  him  among  the  black  crags  that  loomed 
sombrely  out  of  the  darkness  on  either  side  of  the 
white  road,  warning  him  against  violating  the 
mating  law  of  nature.  The  sea  was  running 
sibilantly  in  and  out  on  the  sandy  beach  at  Coill- 
namhan.  It  was  cutting  narrow  deep  gashes  in 
the  sand.  He  felt  it  was  showing  him  how  sharp 
its  claws  were.  The  wind  came  in  little  fawning 
rushes  about  his  ears,  like  a  cat  tapping  a  mouse 
with  furred  claws  before  it  suddenly  drives  its  sharp 
teeth  through  the  neck  and  growls  as  it  hears 
the  bones  crunch.  He  said  “Phew”  and  walked 
faster.  Then  he  cried  aloud  querulously,  “But, 
Great  Scott,  it  was  she  herself  .  .  .  but  oh  to  hell 
with  it,  I’m  going  crazy.  Ha,  ha,  ha!”  Then  he 
forgot  about  her  and  began  to  array  in  his  mind  the 
pet  subjects  that  he  wanted  to  discuss  with  O’Daly. 

He  heard  sounds  of  music  coming  from  O’Daly’s 
cottage  as  he  approached.  He  stood  in  wonder 
listening,  drinking  in  the  delicious  sound  that 
always  intoxicated  him.  He  realized  this  was 
classic  music  and  he  wondered  who  was  playing. 
“It’s  a  violin,”  he  said.  He  became  jealous  of 
O’Daly  for  being  able  to  play  so  well,  for  he  him¬ 
self  could  not  play  and  he  hated  anybody  being 
able  to  do  anything  which  he  himself  could  not  do. 
He  swore  and  knocked  at  the  door.  He  waited  for 
two  minutes  but  no  answer  came.  The  music  still 
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continued.  Then  a  woman’s  voice  began  to  accom¬ 
pany  it.  “Ha,  that’s  his  daughter,”  he  said,  and 
his  heart  began  to  throb.  Her  voice  was  sad  and 
sweet.  It  seemed  to  mingle  with  the  sounds  of 
the  wind  and  the  sea.  It  would  go  forward  for  a 
space  softly,  sibilantly.  Then  it  gathered  strength 
and  rose  in  a  thickening  wild  cascade  of  sound, 
like  a  wave  ridden  by  the  wind  breaking  against  a 
cliff.  Then  another  clear  note  joined  it  at  the 
height,  a  note  of  fierce  unconquerable  pride,  that 
wound  whirling  steel  bands  about  it.  And  imme¬ 
diately  it  fell,  lower  and  lower,  laughing,  tingling, 
as  if  it  were  shivering  in  an  ecstasy  of  ferocious 
joy,  like  the  voice  of  a  mad  woman  laughing  over 
the  dead  body  of  her  lover.  A  frenzy  of  passion 
rose  within  him  as  he  listened.  He  longed  to  grasp 
a  sword,  to  smite  mountains,  to  heave  huge 
weights,  in  order  to  exhaust  the  energy  born  in 
him  by  the  music.  He  ran  down  the  path  away 
from  the  house.  But  as  soon  as  he  was  out  of  reach 
of  the  music  he  stopped,  snorting.  He  leaned 
over  the  gate,  his  perspiring  body  chilled.  He 
looked  back  at  the  house  as  if  it  concealed  enemies. 
He  trembled  with  fear,  thinking  it  was  enchanted. 
The  moon  and  myriads  of  stars  made  the  night 
bright.  The  thatched  cottage  stood  out  clearly 
against  the  face  of  the  low  hill  behind  it,  where 
the  crag  ended  in  a  glen.  The  glen  was  covered 
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with  a  shadowy  mist,  the  gaunt  bare  trees  stand¬ 
ing  about  in  it.  He  could  hear  the  dull  rumble  of 
the  spring  water  dripping  from  the  base  of  the 
ivy-covered  rock  to  the  left.  The  roof  of  the  cot¬ 
tage  hung  low,  as  if  it  staggered  under  its  thatch. 
The  rain  had  stained  the  yellow  paint  on  the  walls. 
Withered  rose  bushes  lined  each  side  of  the  little 
portico.  “Hell,  I’m  silly!”  he  said.  “I’ve  seen 
hundreds  of  cottages  like  that.  I’ll  go  in.” 

He  walked  steadily  up  to  the  door  again  and 
knocked.  The  music  stopped.  He  heard  a  chair 
upset  and  then  the  door  opened.  O’Daly’s  daugh¬ 
ter  faced  him  in  the  hall.  A  lamp  swinging  over 
her  enveloped  her  head  in  a  bright  light.  Stray 
tresses  of  auburn  hair  rose  quivering  in  the  wind 
from  the  huge  coil  that  lay  banked  about  her 
forehead.  They  glistened  as  if  sparks  of  fire  had 
fallen  from  the  lamp  on  them.  Her  eyes  were  just 
like  her  father’s,  blue,  gleaming,  fierce,  cold  eyes. 
Her  face  was  like  her  father’s.  The  lips  were  thin 
and  compressed.  The  nose  was  straight  and  the 
nostrils  were  slightly  distended.  The  rest  of  her 
body  was  slight.  In  her  right  hand  she  held  the 
violin  she  had  been  playing. 

“You  are  heartily  welcome,”  she  said,  bowing 
slightly.  Her  voice  was  cold,  almost  sharp,  totally 
unlike  the  voice  he  had  heard  singing  a  minute 
before. 
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He  said  “Thank  you”  and  followed  her  into  the 
sitting-room  on  the  right. 

The  sitting-room  was  low-roofed  and  large.  A 
turf  fire  burned  brightly  in  a  large  black  grate. 
A  French  window,  with  sloping  bays,  almost 
covered  one  side.  A  reading  lamp  rested  on  a 
round  mahogany  table  in  the  centre.  The  remain¬ 
ing  walls  were  lined  with  books.  The  picture  of  a 
fierce-looking  man,  wearing  side-whiskers,  hung 
over  the  fireplace.  Evidently  an  O’Daly  and  an 
ancient  one,  for  he  wore  ruffles.  O’Daly’s  head 
appeared  over  the  back  of  a  leather-covered  arm¬ 
chair  that  was  drawn  up  in  front  of  the  fire.  The 
toes  of  his  right  foot,  covered  with  a  grey  sock,  also 
appeared  over  the  back  of  the  chair.  It  was  resting 
on  the  low  mantelpiece.  O’Daly  did  not  rise,  but 
he  wheezed  and  groaned,  as  he  apologized  for  not 
rising.  “Rheumatism  .  .  .  Meet  my  daughter 
Kathleen  .  .  .  nearing  my  last  .  .  .  heard  you  had 
the  doctor  .  .  .  sorry  to  hear  it  ...  an  awful 
scoundrel  .  .  .  take  your  chair  to  the  fire  .  .  .  get 
that  bottle  of  brandy,  Kathleen.” 

The  Stranger  sat  opposite  O’Daly.  He  cast  a 
hesitating  look  after  Kathleen  as  she  walked 
slowly  to  the  door,  strumming  her  fingers  along 
the  table  as  she  passed.  He  noticed  she  was  wear¬ 
ing  a  knitted  saffron  dress,  with  a  deep  black  band 
around  the  waist.  Her  slim  body  was  as  lithe  as 
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the  body  of  a  wild  animal.  The  length  of  the  fin¬ 
gers  that  strummed  along  the  table  made  him  stare 
after  her,  as  she  disappeared  through  the  door. 
There  was  a  deep  hollow  in  the  back  of  her  neck 
beneath  her  piled-up  hair  and  the  hair  grew  thickly 
each  side  of  the  hollow.  As  he  looked  towards 
O’Daly  from  her  he  blushed.  She  was  the  first 
educated  woman  with  whom  he  had  come  in  con¬ 
tact  for  a  long  time.  In  fact  he  had  never  known 
the  companionship  of  educated  women.  The  kind 
who  gave  their  love  easily  attracted  him  more. 
“They  were  less  waste  of  time,”  he  used  to  say. 
Now  he  felt  embarrassed  and  attracted.  He  also 
felt  ashamed  of  himself.  He  was  looking  at 
O’Daly  for  several  seconds  before  he  could  see  the 
man.  O’Daly  was  making  peculiar  grimaces,  jerk¬ 
ing  his  face  upwards  slightly  with  his  upper  lip 
curled.  Then  he  leaned  over  and  whispered, 
grasping  the  Stranger’s  right  knee,  “Be  careful 
what  you  say.  She  is  very  religious.  Gives  me 
dog’s  abuse  for  swearing.  I  declare  to  Christ  the 
women  nowadays  .  .  .  whist!  here  she  comes.” 

Kathleen  entered  the  room  with  a  tray,  carrying 
a  bottle  and  two  glasses.  As  she  filled  the  glasses 
in  silence,  she  made  grimaces  as  if  the  smell  of 
the  brandy  were  stifling  her.  She  handed  a  glass 
to  each  of  them  and  then  sat  by  the  table  holding 
her  handkerchief  to  her  mouth. 
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O’ Daly,  with  his  glass  half-raised  to  his  lips, 
looked  at  her  half  mournfully,  half  fiercely,  like  an 
old  dog  after  being  beaten  by  a  young  master,  and 
then  he  said,  “Phew.  Here’s  a  good  health,  Mr. 
O’Connor.”  He  drank.  “My  daughter  is  a  tem¬ 
perance  woman,”  he  added.  Kathleen  shrugged 
her  shoulders  with  a  sigh  and  they  both  looked  at 
her.  But  nobody  spoke.  O’Daly  swallowed  the 
contents  of  his  glass,  but  the  Stranger  put  down 
his  glass  almost  full.  He  knew  Kathleen  was 
watching  him  and  he  became  oppressedly  con¬ 
scious  of  the  dilapidated  state  of  his  clothes,  his 
worn  features,  and  .  .  .  though  he  hated  to  admit 
it  ...  of  his  sinful  past.  Then  he  began  to  talk 
to  her;  casually  at  first,  while  O’Daly  glared  furi¬ 
ously  at  each  of  them,  cracked  his  fingers,  made  a 
noise  like  a  man  urging  a  horse,  and  swore  under 
his  breath,  trying  to  find  a  more  comfortable  place 
in  his  chair.  He  was  like  a  fish  out  of  water  in  the 
presence  of  his  religious,  cultured  and  highly 
civilized  daughter.  But  the  Stranger,  as  soon  as 
she  began  to  talk  to  him,  felt  a  stiffening  that  drove 
out  his  embarrassment.  There  was  an  aggressive 
yet  pitying  tone  in  her  voice  that  maddened  him- 
“You’ve  been  to  the  University,”  she  said,  rub¬ 
bing  the  fingers  of  her  right  hand  slowly  along 
the  back  of  the  left. 

He  felt  she  was  patronizing  him. 
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“Yes,”  he  said  curtly,  “I  spent  a  few  years  in  that 
den  of  superstition  before  I  had  sense  enough  to 
begin  my  education  properly.” 

O’Daly  laughed  loudly  and  then  swore  as  he 
stubbed  his  toes  trying  to  sit  upright. 

“Damn  right,”  he  yelled,  waving  his  beard  in  an 
ecstasy  of  self-enjoyment,  “the  only  place  to  learn 
is  .  .  .”  And  then  he  stopped  dead,  meeting  the 
cold  stare  of  his  daughter.  He  dropped  down  into 
his  chair  until  only  his  arms  protruded. 

Kathleen  looked  at  the  Stranger  with  a  half-piti¬ 
ful,  half-contemptuous  look.  She  looked  from 
under  her  eyelashes  and  seemed  to  shiver  inwardly 
in  horror  of  such  a  statement. 

“Oh,”  she  said,  “I  see.” 

The  Stranger  fumed.  He  understood  quite  well 
that  she  said  several  things,  after  the  manner 
women  have  of  saying  a  thousand  bitter  things  in 
a  silent  glance.  She  said,  “You  have  been  in  the 
British  army  and  therefore  you  are  an  enemy  of 
your  country,”  since  she,  like  all  cultured  young 
Irishwomen,  was  a  Nationalist  for  the  same  reason 
that  similar  types  in  other  countries  are  suffra¬ 
gettes  or  followers  of  nature-cults  or  social  re¬ 
formers,  to  express  their  newly  discovered  sex 
freedom.  She  said,  “You  are  a  pariah  since  you 
have  lost  your  religion,”  for  as  a  cultured  young 
Irish  woman,  the  Christian  religion  was  to  her  an 
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emblem  of  purity,  sex  freedom,  and  a  bulwark 
against  everything  gross  and  foreign.  And  the 
Stranger,  even  though  his  reason  despised  both 
Nationalism  and  Christianity  as  relics  of  the  child¬ 
hood  of  human  thought,  felt  himself  in  the  posi¬ 
tion  of  a  man  accused  by  his  own  family  of  heinous 
crimes  against  the  family  honour. 

He  began  furiously  to  denounce  everything  — 
religion,  Nationalism,  civilization. 

“Civilization,”  he  said,  “is  only  a  plaster  to  hide 
sores.  Priests  are  hirelings  of  the  patriotic  vam¬ 
pires  who  suck  the  blood  of  the  people.” 

He  became  eloquent,  as  Kathleen  tried  to  refute 
his  arguments.  In  Irish  fashion  they  gesticulated, 
they  struck  the  table,  they  said  things  they  didn’t 
mean  to  say,  and  they  finally  ended  by  forgetting 
what  they  began  to  discuss  and  lapsed  into  a 
heated  silence. 

O’Daly,  who  had  stared  open-mouthed  at  them 
during  the  argument,  then  jumped  to  his  feet  and 
laughed. 

“Yah,”  he  said,  “you  two  are  young  and  foolish. 
Sure  you  know  nothing  about  life.  Said  the  man, 
‘Eat,  drink  and  be  merry,  for  to-morrow  we  die.’ 
Come  on,  we’ll  go  down  to  Carmody’s.” 

“No,  I  must  go  home,”  said  the  Stranger,  also 
rising.  “I  don’t  feel  very  well.”  He  was  very 
pale  and  weak  and  he  trembled  slightly,  over- 
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wrought  by  his  recent  illness  and  his  excitement. 
“Damn  my  soul,”  cried  O’Daly  tenderly,  catching 
him  by  the  shoulder,  “I  didn’t  know  you  were 
seedy.  Drink  that  brandy.  There  now.  Kathleen, 
ye’re  the  devil  for  talk.  You  .  .  .  fooh!”  He 
glared  at  his  daughter. 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  said  Kathleen.  “Of  course  I  didn’t 
mean  to  irritate  you.  Please  forgive  me.” 

The  Stranger  took  her  hand  and  laughed. 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  he  said.  “I’m  quite  all 
right,  quite.  It’s  only  nervousness.  I’m  fright¬ 
fully  sorry.”  But  he  had  seen  the  softness  in  Kath¬ 
leen’s  eyes  and  the  blush  that  suffused  her  neck 
as  she  spoke,  and  it  maddened  him  still  more  in¬ 
wardly.  He  felt  that  she  was  superior  to  him,  had 
more  command  over  herself,  was  purer.  “I  must 
go  now,”  he  said.  “No,  no,  don’t  move,-  Mr. 
O’Daly.  Good-night.” 

Kathleen  began  to  apologize  to  him  again  at  the 
door,  but  he  laughed  and  bid  her  good-night 
hurriedly.  She  watched  him  going  down  the  path 
and  then  called  out,  “Be  sure  to  come  again  soon.” 
“All  right,”  he  called,  “thanks.”  And  then,  walk¬ 
ing  hurriedly  down  the  road,  he  said,  “Never. 
Never  again.  I’m  lost.  I’m  not  fit  to  associate 
with  her.  I’m  accursed.  What  a  wreck  I  have 
made  of  my  life!” 
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WINTER  DIED  WITH  A  MELANCHOLY  ROAR  OF 

all  the  elements.  For  three  days  storm- 
driven  rain  fell  furiously  on  Inverara,  while 
the  exhausted  sea  writhed  in  the  death  agony  of 
its  winter  madness.  Then  the  sun  rose  in  an  arc 
of  shimmering  light  south  of  the  Head  of  Crom. 
It  shot  out  its  myriad  tentacles  over  the  sea  and 
land.  It  sent  out  a  heatless  invigorating  light.  The 
sea  danced  rippling,  and  hummed  a  tune  like  the 
sound  of  insects  breathing  on  a  weed-covered  rock, 
as  it  tossed  against  the  cliffs.  Inverara  washed  by 
the  rain  and  torn  by  the  wind  cracked  in  every  pore 
noiselessly  as  it  began  to  move.  The  dew  on  the 
crags  glittered  and  then  died,  sucked  into  the  sun. 
Each  tuft  of  withered  grass  that  had  lain  during 
the  long  winter  between  the  crevices  of  the  crags, 
bitten  by  the  frost,  shivered.  Green  sprouts  began 
to  crawl  up  through  the  withered  ones.  In  the 
bare  green  plains  above  the  beach  at  Coillnamhan 
the  grasses  began  to  wave  their  pointed  heads 
spasmodically.  Like  blind  men  they  clawed  the  air, 
seeking  a  way  to  the  sun  and  warmth.  The  worms, 
dizzy  after  their  winter’s  sleep,  their  heads  sway- 
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ing  drunkenly  on  the  coil  of  their  bodies,  squirmed 
in  the  cold  light.  The  birds  chirped  as  they  flitted 
hither  and  thither  trying  to  find  a  mate  and  a  nest¬ 
ing-place.  The  larks  rose  with  the  bleak  dawn, 
stammering  as  they  leaped  from  the  earth,  as  if 
their  music  frozen  by  winter  was  being  melted  in 
their  throats  by  the  joyous  light.  Their  voices 
rang  out  clear  and  defiant  as  they  soared  high  over 
Inverara.  The  heralds  of  spring  and  life,  they 
sounded  the  reveille  to  the  earth  below. 

“Spring  has  come.  Up,  you  laggards.  Your  sleep 
is  o’er.”  So  whispered  the  wind,  coming  in  fast, 
hissing  rushes  from  the  sea.  It  was  no  gentle,  lan¬ 
guorous  wind.  It  was  sharp  and  biting.  It  beat  the 
earth  with  thin  steel  rods.  It  throbbed  with  energy. 
It  hardened  the  muscles.  It  sent  the  blood  rush¬ 
ing  from  the  heart  to  the  limbs.  It  made  the  -teeth 
chatter.  It  aroused  passion.  It  was  full  of  cold 
lust.  It  poured  into  every  crevice  of  the  crags, 
catching  everything  in  its  harsh  grip.  It  poured 
into  every  cabin  to  rouse  the  people.  It  made  the 
horses  neigh  and  gallop,  as  it  tore  the  shaggy 
winter  hair  from  their  backs.  It  was  the  lashing 
wind  of  spring. 

The  back  of  the  sea  was  covered  with  wrinkles  as 
if  it  were  shrinking  from  the  cold  caress  of  the 
wind.  And,  spurred  by  the  wind,  it  struck  the  cliffs 
mighty  blows  gently,  like  a  giant  who  is  building 
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with  heavy  instruments.  It  rolled  banks  of  yellow 
and  brown  and  black  seaweed  to  the  beaches  to 
fertilize  the  earth.  Its  broad  bosom  was  covered 
with  low  ridges,  as  it  heaved  itself  towards  the 
land,  driven  by  the  wind,  white  thin  lines  dividing 
green  swathes  of  water.  It  hurried,  ceaselessly 
building  on  the  ruins  of  winter.  Its  never-ending 
sound  carried  all  over  Inverara,  like  the  panting 
breath  of  nature  building  spring.  Every  living 
thing  in  Inverara  breathed  its  strong  smell  that 
was  carried  on  the  wind.  It  loosened  stiff  limbs 
and  poured  iron  into  blood  that  had  thinned  in 
winter. 

Life,  life,  life,  and  the  labour  of  strong  hands  in 
Inverara  in  spring.  From  dawn  to  dark  the  people 
hurried,  excitedly  opening  the  earth  to  sow.  At 
dawn  they  came  from  their  cabins,  their  noses 
shining  with  frost,  slapping  their  lean  hands  under 
their  armpits,  their  blue  eyes  hungry  with  energy. 
They  ran  through  the  smoking  dew  for  their 
horses.  From  dawn  to  dark  their  horses  trotted 
neighing,  their  steel  shoes  ringing  on  the  smooth 
stones.  Through  rain  and  driven  sleet  the  people 
worked.  Cows  gave  birth  to  calves,  and  the  croon¬ 
ing  of  women  milking  in  the  evening  mingled 
dreamily  with  the  joyous  carolling  of  the  birds. 
Yellow  lambs  staggered  by  their  mothers’  sides  as 
they  made  their  first  trembling  journeys  in  life. 
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Lean  goats  were  hiding  their  newborn  kids  in  the 
crevices  among  the  crags.  Everything  moved 
hungrily  for  life.  Even  the  grey  limestone  crags 
seemed  to  move  as  the  sun  sucked  the  dew  from 
their  backs.  Smoke  rose  everywhere,  as  if  nature 
perspired  conceiving  life. 

The  valley  that  lay  beneath  Rooruck,  bound  on 
the  south  by  the  ivy-covered  low  hill  where  the 
crags  ended  and  on  the  north  by  the  stretch  of 
black,  rocky,  sandless  beach,  teemed  with  sounds 
of  work.  Each  plot  of  land,  bound  by  stone  fences, 
was  being  tilled.  Rotted  seaweed,  whitened  by 
the  rain,  lay  like  a  healing  rash  on  the  yellow  grass, 
spread  in  winter.  Heaps  of  fresh  seaweed,  glisten¬ 
ing  in  the  sun  and  sleet,  were  being  dropped  here 
and  there  from  the  horses’  backs.  Peasants,  with 
their  white  frieze  shirts  hanging  loose  about  their 
bodies,  were  cutting  the  earth  with  spades,  cover¬ 
ing  the  potato  seeds  that  the  women  were  spread¬ 
ing.  Fierce  sounds  filled  the  air,  men  shouting, 
horses  neighing,  spades  beating  the  earth,  boys 
lashing  donkeys  with  seaweed  stems,  sleet  patter¬ 
ing  against  stone  walls. 

Spring  did  not  come  in  a  night.  It  did  not 
emerge  from  winter  like  a  shell  from  a  cannon 
mouth.  It  came  gradually.  But  to  the  Stranger  it 
appeared  to  come  in  a  flash,  drear  and  ghastly. 
For  a  week  after  returning  from  his  meeting  with 
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O’Daly’s  daughter  he  kept  indoors,  feverishly  dis¬ 
puting  with  himself,  unconscious  of  everything 
around  him.  Sitting  silently  by  the  fire,  he  argued 
with  Kathleen  O’Daly,  defending  his  own  cynicism 
against  her  piety,  his  own  weakness  against  her 
fortitude.  “Bah,”  he  would  say,  “she  is  a  fool. 
Everything  is  dead.  What  is  the  use  of  virtue  or 
ambition  or  God?  They  are  all  meaningless.” 
And  yet  he  could  not  drive  away  her  memory. 
Her  memory  aroused  memories  of  his  youth,  sweet 
ambition,  respectability,  the  regard  of  fellow  be¬ 
ings,  the  solace  of  religion.  She  was  the  emblem  of 
what  he  had  left,  of  what  he  had  thrust  from  him. 
He  was  conscious  that  he  had  gained  nothing  in 
exchange.  And  he  clung  to  that  nothing,  that 
annihilation  of  life,  as  men  cling  to  a  worthless 
article  for  which  they  have  paid  dearly.  “She  is  a 
hypocrite,”  he  would  say.  He  accused  her  of  gross 
immoralities,  but  he  shuddered  at  the  thought  as 
at  a  profanation  of  his  mother.  He  tried  to  arouse 
obscene  desires  in  his  mind  for  her  in  order  to 
break  the  spell  of  her  personality,  but  in  vain.  He 
could  not  think  of  her  as  a  woman  in  the  flesh. 
She  was  almost  a  spirit.  She  was  the  personifica¬ 
tion  of  memories.  And  in  revolt  against  this  spell 
he  lounged  slothfully  about  the  cabin,  unshaved, 
unwashed,  scowling,  in  order  to  drive  himself 
farther  down  into  the  abyss  of  degradation  where 


even  memories  of  cleanliness  could  not  reach  him. 

For  that  whole  week  he  was  never  conscious  of 
Little  Mary  or  her  husband.  They  moved  about 
him  without  his  seeing  them.  Red  John  obeyed 
the  spring  like  an  automaton.  He  obeyed  it  un¬ 
consciously  like  the  grasses  that  were  being  thrust 
from  the  earth  in  spite  of  themselves.  His  weak 
will  revolted  against  life  that  was  a  joyless  burden 
to  him,  but  the  remorseless  wind  lashed  him  into 
action.  He  worked  ceaselessly  mending  baskets, 
splicing  ropes,  manuring  the  two  fields  in  which 
he  was  preparing  to  sow  potatoes,  cutting  seeds. 
And  all  the  while  his  passion  for  Little  Mary, 
fanned  by  the  lustful  spirit  of  spring,  maddened 
him.  But  her  glance  terrified  him.  He  saw  that 
she  was  lost  to  him.  He  would  look  from  her  to 
the  Stranger  sitting  slothfully  by  the  fire,  and  his 
eyes  gleamed  with  hatred.  Then  they  changed 
immediately  and  distended  with  fear.  Drear  phan¬ 
toms  pursued  one  another  through  his  savage 
unreasoning  mind  that  brought  his  breath  from  his 
lungs  in  gasps.  So  he  worked  furiously  without 
purpose  to  keep  himself  from  going  mad.  He 
sowed,  caring  nothing  whether  he  should  reap  or 
not.  He  no  longer  raged  against  his  fate.  The 
people  about  him  lost  interest  for  him.  He  could 
understand  nothing.  There  was  a  great  want 
within  him  continually  demanding  satisfaction,  and 
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he  was  unable  to  satisfy  it.  He  wanted  his  wife. 
The  wind  of  spring  lashed  the  marrows  of  his 
bones,  urging  him  to  satisfy  that  want.  The  crazy 
structure  of  his  reason  lurched  dangerously.  He 
spoke  to  nobody  and  they  shook  their  heads  at  him 
contemptuously  saying,  “What  a  boor  of  a  fellow. 
It’s  avarice  that  makes  him  that  way.”  Nobody 
cared  to  find  the  cause  of  his  melancholy,  least  of 
all  his  wife,  Little  Mary.  Spring  was  in  her  blood 
too,  but  it  was  to  her  an  elixir  that  made  her  shiver 
with  love  of  life.  She  moved  jauntily,  with  a  spring¬ 
ing  step,  swaying  from  the  hips.  Her  eyes  glit¬ 
tered  mischievously.  The  dimples  in  her  cheeks 
when  she  smiled  were  lost  in  a  thousand  creases. 
Her  teeth  when  she  bared  them  in  a  laugh  shone 
like  ivory.  She  used  to  look  at  the  Stranger  sitting 
moodily  by  the  fire  and  smile  to  herself.  “Ha,”  she 
would  say,  “it  is  the  beginning.”  It  seemed  that  a 
skittish  imp  had  entered  her  soul  that  was  gentle 
and  sad  in  winter.  That  imp  transformed  her. 
Her  beauty,  that  was  sombre  in  winter  like  the 
beauty  of  a  mist-clad  mountain,  was  now  madden¬ 
ing  like  the  beauty  of  a  fountain  in  which  sunbeams 
are  sparkling. 

Then  one  morning  the  Stranger  awoke  from  sleep, 
conscious  of  all  the  activity  about  him.  Sounds 
reached  him  from  all  sides  of  people  working. 
They  had  reached  him  every  morning  for  the  past 
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week,  but  they  had  flitted  past  unheeded.  His 
mind,  busy  with  its  controversies,  did  not  grasp 
their  meaning.  As  he  dressed  he  heard  the  bleat¬ 
ing  of  a  sheep  coming  down  the  lane  at  the  back  of 
the  cabin.  He  went  to  the  window  and  looked 
out.  A  peasant  woman  was  carrying  a  newborn 
lamb  in  her  arms.  Its  body,  yellow  with  the  shine 
of  birth,  hung  awkwardly  across  her  breast,  its  long 
legs  dangling,  its  large  ears  drooping.  A  little  boy 
running  by  the  woman’s  side  kept  stroking  its 
head  and  skipped  as  he  shouted  “Tuirteen  a’m, 
tuirteen  a’m.”  A  sheep  circled  around  bleating,  a 
brier  trailing  from  her  haunch,  her  belly  covered 
with  hard  pellets  of  earth  that  jingled  as  she  ran. 
The  woman  held  the  lamb  to  the  sheep’s  nose  now 
and  again  to  ease  her  fierce  anxiety. 

The  Stranger  felt  a  pain  in  his  chest  looking  at 
the  sight.  It  appeared  to  be  the  embodiment  of 
life  to  him,  of  spring,  of  awakening  energy.  Then 
with  it  came  all  the  other  sounds  of  life.  From  the 
cabin  door  he  could  see  the  white-shirted  men 
working  in  the  fields  beneath  the  village.  The  per¬ 
spiration  shone  on  the  horses’  flanks  as  they  gal¬ 
loped  past  him.  Their  dung  smoked  in  the  lane. 
The  wind  ran  close  to  the  earth  with  a  whipping 
sound.  He  stood  looking  out  motionless,  as  if 
amazed  at  the  treachery  of  nature’s  return  to  life 
and  activity.  He  felt  as  bitterly  alone  as  the  roue, 
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when  all  his  boon  companions  have  suddenly 
deserted  vice  for  a  life  of  virtue.  He  stood  looking 
out  of  the  door  for  fully  half  an  hour,  unable  to 
understand  it. 

Little  Mary  was  preparing  his  breakfast  in  the 
kitchen  behind  him.  He  could  hear  her  humming 
a  song  carelessly  as  she  moved  about.  The  sound 
of  water  gurgling  from  the  spout  of  the  kettle  into 
the  teapot  appeared  strange  to  him,  as  if  he  had 
never  heard  it  before.  He  was  afraid  to  turn  around 
to  look  at  her,  lest  she  too  might  have  changed 
in  the  night  with  the  rest  of  the  world  about  him. 

“Your  breakfast  is  ready,”  she  said. 

He  wheeled  about  and  looked  at  her.  She  moved 
to  the  window  without  glancing  at  him  and  stood 
looking  out  dreamily,  arranging  a  curl  of  hair  on 
her  right  temple.  He  stood  by  his  chair  staring  at 
her  as  if  she  had  done  him  an  injury.  He  tried  to 
think  of  something  to  say  to  her.  But  he  couldn’t 
speak.  Something  fermented  within  him  that  tied 
his  tongue  to  his  palate.  “Fuh!”  he  said  at  last, 
querulously,  and  banged  the  chair  against  the 
ground.  She  shot  him  a  coquettish  glance  and 
went  out.  Then  he  heard  her  calling  loudly  to  her 
hens,  “Tiuc!  tiuc!  tiuc!  come  here  to  me,  you 
darlings,”  as  if  she  had  completely  forgotten  all 
about  him.  But  she  kept  smiling  to  herself  as 
she  thought,  “Now  I  can  play  with  him.” 
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He  gulped  his  breakfast,  angry  with  himself. 
Then  he  walked  about  the  kitchen  excitedly.  He 
put  on  his  hat  and  coat  to  go  for  a  walk,  but  he 
turned  back  from  the  door  and  took  off  his  coat 
again.  Then  he  swore  when  he  realized  that  he 
wanted  her.  The  memory  of  Kathleen  O’Daly 
came  before  his  mind.  He  found  himself  thinking 
religiously,  he  who  was  an  atheist.  “It  would  be  a 
sin,”  he  said  to  himself,  standing  by  his  bed.  But 
the  very  thought  aroused  his  passion  the  more. 
Then  he  laughed  aloud  at  the  incongruity  of  his 
thinking  that  such  a  thing  could  be  sinful  in  the 
eyes  of  a  man  who  scoffed  at  the  world,  in  the  eyes 
of  a  man  who  had  .  .  .  well,  done  all  the  things 
that  men  do  when  they  cut  adrift.  He  went  into 
the  kitchen  and  sat  by  the  fire  waiting  for  her. 
Then  she  came  in.  He  smiled  at  her,  but  she  never 
noticed  him. 

“Is  it  cold  outside?”  he  said,  wondering  how  he 
should  approach  her. 

“No,”  she  said  carelessly,  shrugging  her  shoulders. 
“I’m  going  to  the  fields  to  spread  seeds  now. 
Would  you  like  to  come  and  watch?” 

“No,  I  would  not,”  he  said  angrily.  “The  devil 
take  the  seeds!”  He  put  on  his  coat  again  and 
rushed  out. 

He  wanted  to  go  eastwards  to  Carmody’s  public- 
house  at  Coillnamhan,  but  he  found  that  he  could 
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not  leave  Rooruck.  He  kept  circling  around  the 
field  in  which  Little  Mary  was  working.  He 
fashioned  all  kinds  of  excuses  to  pass  by  that  field. 
When  he  came  near  it,  he  talked  to  the  peasants 
in  the  neighbouring  field,  and  passed  on  without 
speaking  to  her.  And  then,  coming  up  again  to  the 
cabin,  he  cursed  himself  for  an  utter  idiot.  His 
pride  was  insulted  by  the  fact  that  passion  was 
gaining  the  mastery  over  him.  His  winter  apathy 
was  slipping  away  from  him.  In  fact,  before  dinner 
he  shaved  himself  and  trimmed  his  beard.  He  felt 
the  lack  of  flesh  on  his  bones,  and  wished  that  he 
was  in  better  condition  and  less  repulsive  physi¬ 
cally.  And  all  the  while  some  skittish  imp  kept 
smirking  within  him,  hiding  from  his  accusing 
conscience.  He  felt  a  quickening  of  his  pulse  and 
a  warmth  in  his  blood.  He  was  almost  dizzy  with 
that  strange  feeling  of  spring.  And  it  was  com¬ 
pletely  physical,  overpowering  the  mind  like  wine. 
In  fact,  it  formed  a  mind  of  its  own,  with  a  distinct 
philosophy  and  a  moral  code.  That  mind  seemed 
to  be  not  in  the  brain  but  somewhere  around  the 
heart  and  the  bowels.  It  shut  out  the  past  and  the 
future,  and  demanded  immediate  satisfaction  of  its 
desires.  It  was  cold  and  biting  like  the  wind.  It 
was  irresistible. 

While  Little  Mary  was  preparing  dinner  for  him 
he  watched  her  breathlessly,  struggling  violently 


with  himself.  In  her  presence  he  felt  ashamed, 
conscience  stricken.  But  when  she  was  leaving  the 
cabin  to  take  Red  John’s  dinner  to  the  field  he 
caught  her  by  the  hand  and  looked  into  her  eyes. 
She  laughed  and  snatched  away  her  hand.  He 
swore.  She  stopped  at  the  door  and  said  in  a  rip¬ 
pling  voice,  “I’m  in  a  hurry.”  Then  she  ran  down 
the  lane. 

“Curse  the  woman,”  he  said,  “she’s  making  a  fool 
of  me.  All  right.  That  finishes  it.  Good  God,  I 
was  mad  to  think  of  a  peasant  woman.  I’m  becom¬ 
ing  utterly  degraded.  I’m  finished  with  women ! 
They  are  the  curse  of  life.  There,  she’s  been  try¬ 
ing  tostempt  me.  I’m  glad  I  resisted  her  advances.’* 
And  he  ate  his  dinner  hungrily,  quite  satisfied  with 
himself.  Then  he  endeavoured  to  fall  back  into  his 
slothful  habits  of  winter.  He  sat  by  the  fire  smok¬ 
ing.  But  he  couldn’t  rest.  His  hands  and  feet 
were  fidgeting.  He  suggested  all  sorts  of  activities, 
a  walk  by  the  Hill  of  Fate,  a  visit  to  the  old  fort,  a 
turn  around  the  fields  where  the  peasants  were 
working,  but  none  of  these  things  satisfied  him. 
All  these  places  were  connected  with  Little  Mary, 
and  he  must  avoid  her.  Finally  towards  evening  he 
set  out  towards  Coillnamhan.  He  told  himself 
that  his  walk  there  was  completely  without  purpose, 
but  he  sat  on  a  fence  above  the  beach,  waiting. 
That  was  the  road  from  the  school  to  O ’Daly’s 
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house.  He  kept  watching  the  hill  between  him 
and  the  school.  Kathleen  O’Daly  would  come 
along  that  way. 

Then  he  saw  her  coming  over  the  hill  talking  to 
another  man,  a  priest.  He  made  a  movement  to 
jump  from  the  fence,  but  he  held  back.  “Why 
should  I  run  away  from  a  woman?”  he  asked  him¬ 
self.  He  tried  to  calm  himself  and  be  indifferent 
as  he  waited  until  she  came  up.  He  could  hear  her 
laughing  as  she  approached,  but  he  wouldn’t  look 
in  her  direction.  He  was  watching  two  seagulls  on 
the  beach  quarrelling  raucously  over  the  carcass  of 
a  dogfish.  Then  he  turned  towards  her  suddenly 
and  raised  his  hat  as  she  was  passing. 

“Good  evening,  Miss  O’Daly,”  he  said. 

Kathleen  stopped  dead  and  made  a  startled  ges¬ 
ture. 

“Good  gracious!  Mr.  O’Connor,”  she  said,  “you 
gave  me  a  fright.  I  never  saw  you.”  She  had  in 
fact  seen  him  a  long  way  off.  “Let  me  introduce 
you  to  our  curate,  Father  Ronan  -  Mr.  O’Connor, 
Father  Ronan.” 

The  Stranger  shook  hands  with  the  curate  with 
an  effort  at  cheerfulness,  although  he  hated  priests. 
He  associated  them  in  some  peculiar  way  with  all 
the  things  that  had  caused  his  ruin.  The  curate,  a 
squat,  heavily  built,  shabbily  dressed  man  with  a 
dark  face  and  beautiful  grey  eyes,  stammered  some- 
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thing  inaudibly  and  then  smiled.  He  began  to 
smile  towards  the  Stranger,  and  finished  smiling 
towards  Kathleen.  He  was  always  shy  of  men, 
though  quite  at  home  with  women.  A  most  pecu¬ 
liar  man,  though  a  fine  character,  and  absolutely 
sincere  in  his  belief  in  his  religion  and  mission. 
His  body  was  that  of  a  prize-fighter,  but  his  eyes 
were  those  of  a  nun,  and  his  manner  corresponded 
with  his  eyes.  He  could  look  no  man  in  the  eyes, 
and  he  always  blushed  and  fidgeted  when  talking. 
His  face  would  darken  suddenly,  and  he  would  grip 
his  side  as  if  he  had  a  stitch  in  it.  The  Stranger 
misunderstood  his  embarrassment.  “He’s  in  love 
with  her,”  he  said  to  himself.  “The  hypocrite!” 
Then  he  himself  fell  in  beside  Kathleen  and  began 
to  talk  cheerfully  and  nonchalantly.  He  would 
show  the  yokel  of  a  priest  that  he  was  a  man  of  the 
world.  But  his  affected  cynical  bantering  had  no 
effect  either  on  Kathleen  or  the  priest.  They  both 
pitied  him.  They  did  not  get  irritated  as  he  hoped 
they  would.  They  merely  raised  their  eyebrows 
and  said  a  word  now  and  again  in  agreement  with 
the  most  bitterly  cynical  things  he  could  say  about 
the  country  and  its  religion.  They  parted  almost 
in  silence  at  the  western  end  of  the  beach.  As  he 
shook  hands  with  Kathleen  she  pressed  his  hand 
slightly  and  looked  pityingly  into  his  eyes. 

“You  must  come  to  see  us  often,”  she  said;  “my 
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father  is  always  talking  about  you.  Do  please 
come.” 

The  curate  tried  to  say  something  and  then 
blushed  and  looked  at  Kathleen.  The  Stranger 
could  catch  the  words  ‘‘interesting  books.” 

“Ah,  yes,”  said  Kathleen,  “if  you  should  like  some¬ 
thing  to  read,  Father  Ronan  would  be  pleased — ” 

The  Stranger  interrupted  her  with  a  wave  of  his 
hand,  and  began  to  walk  away. 

“No,”  he  said,  “I  prefer  to  be  a  primitive  man.  I 
have  no  wish  to  be  converted.”  And  he  walked 
on. 

The  roads  parted  at  right  angles.  He  walked 
hurriedly  for  a  short  distance,  and  then  paused  to 
tie  his  shoe  lace,  which  did  not  want  to  be  tied.  He 
undid  it  and  then  tied  it  again  as  he  looked  after 
the  other  couple.  They  were  on  the  brow  of  the 
hill,  going  towards  the  village.  Kathleen  kept 
twitching  her  shoulders  slightly  as  she  walked,  and 
held  herself  very  straight,  staring  in  front  of  her. 
A  curl  of  hair  waved  from  beneath  her  black  round 
cap. 

“You  should  try  and  save  him,”  the  curate  was 
saying.  “There  is  something  on  his  soul.”  And 
Kathleen  smiled,  glad  to  give  that  construction  to 
her  desires. 

But  the  Stranger  watching  them  thought  they 
had  forgotten  all  about  him. 
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“They  think  I’m  not  fit  to  associate  with  them,” 
he  thought.  “Wouldn’t  even  argue  with  me.  Very 
well.  To  hell  with  them.  It’s  just  the  price  of  you, 
Fergus  O’Connor.”  And  suddenly  he  laughed 
aloud,  and  drew  his  lower  lip  over  his  mouth. 
“There’s  Little  Mary,  anyway,”  he  said.  Going 
westwards  the  sharp  wind  cut  into  his  marrows, 
and  he  felt  the  urge  of  spring  fiercely.  “Hurrah!” 
he  shouted,  and  threw  his  hat  in  the  air.  “I  wish 
I  could  commit  some  heinous  crime  to  satisfy 
myself.” 

He  passed  Red  John  riding  on  his  pony  near  the 
cottage.  Red  John  did  not  speak,  but  lashed  his 
pony  and  passed  at  a  flying  gallop,  his  short  legs 
swinging  in  opposite  directions  along  the  horse’s 
flanks.  The  Stranger  could  hear  him  swear  at  his 
horse  long  after  he  passed  out  of  sight. 

“All  right,  you  lout,”  he  muttered  viciously;  “I’ll 
make  you  a  cuckold  for  your  surliness.” 

All  feelings  of  refinement  had  left  him  now. 
Spring  held  him  in  a  strong  grip  that  crushed  his 
conscience.  He  was  like  a  primitive  savage.  He 
vaulted  over  the  stone  fence  into  the  yard,  and 
opened  the  door  without  pausing.  Little  Mary 
was  laying  his  supper,  her  back  turned  towards 
him.  Without  looking  around  she  moved  to  the 
fire  and  said: 

“Did  you  pass  Red  John  on  your  way?” 
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“Yes,”  he  said;  “where  was  he  going?” 

“Into  Kilmurrage  for  a  new  spade.  I  don’t  sup¬ 
pose  he  will  be  back  before  morning.  Whenever 
he  gets  a  shilling  he  drinks  it.  He  has  my  heart 
broken.”  And  she  gazed  at  the  fire  mournfully  in 
pretended  woe. 

But  the  Stranger  saw  the  colour  mounting  in  her 
cheeks,  giving  the  lie  to  her  words.  He  sat  down 
to  his  supper  in  silence  and  toyed  with  the  food, 
but  he  couldn’t  swallow  anything.  His  heart  was 
thumping  wildly.  He  sat  listening  to  the  silence 
without  for  fully  a  minute.  There  was  a  long- 
drawn  hissing  from  the  west,  of  a  wave  receding 
over  a  pebbly  beach.  The  sound  like  a  command 
made  him  stand  up.  He  had  to  move  his  chair, 
and  the  act  irritated  him.  Then  he  moved  swiftly 
to  her  and  bent  down  over  her  shoulders  until  his 
cheek  touched  hers.  He  could  feel  her  body  trem¬ 
bling.  With  a  sigh  she  turned  around  and  fell 
into  his  arms. 

It  was  dark  when  he  threw  himself  on  his  bed. 
His  head  swam.  His  body  seemed  to  be  on  fire, 
burning  with  the  shame  that  seized  him  for  having 
taken  her.  He  writhed  on  the  bed,  murmuring, 
“Christ!  what  possessed  me  to  do  it?”  He  felt 
that  he  had  committed  himself  to  her  now.  His 
surrender  to  his  passion  hurled  him  back  again 
into  the  world.  It  appeared  gross  to  him.  He  tried 
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to  laugh  scornfully  but  he  couldn’t.  He  repeated 
continually,  “I  don’t  love  her.  I  shouldn’t  have 
done  it.  She  trusts  me.”  He  was  in  agony  when 
he  recalled  the  look  in  her  eyes  as  she  lay  in  his 
arms.  They  were  gentle,  soft,  trusting.  He  tore 
his  hair  and  bit  the  bed-clothes  with  his  teeth. 
Then  he  lay  still,  and  gradually  his  mind  began  to 
calm.  Instead  of  being  ashamed  of  himself  he  now 
became  angry  with  Little  Mary  for  having  suc¬ 
cumbed  to  him.  But  his  anger  was  unreal,  and  he 
lay  on  his  side,  resting  his  head  on  his  hand,  star¬ 
ing  at  the  wall,  wondering  what  he  should  do  now. 
Should  he  run  away?  Yes,  he  would  run  away.  He 
got  up  and  packed  his  clothes.  Then  he  realized 
that  he  couldn’t  get  a  steamer  to  the  mainland 
until  the  following  day,  and  sat  down  again  on 
his  bed.  He  sat  there  for  a  long  time  thinking 
gloomily  until  he  heard  the  door  open  and  some¬ 
body  stagger  into  the  kitchen.  He  jumped  to  his 
feet  and  rubbed  his  eyes.  It  was  broad  daylight. 
“Hey  there!  hey  there!”  came  Red  John’s  voice 
in  a  thick  whisper;  “is  there  nobody  in  this  kip  of 
a  place?”  He  kicked  at  a  chair  and  upset  it. 

The  Stranger  went  into  the  kitchen  and  asked 
him  what  was  the  matter. 

Red  John,  his  clothes  spattered  with  mud,  and  his 
beard  matted  with  porter  froth,  clung  to  the  dresser 
with  his  right  hand. 
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“Ho!  ho!  there,  my  fine  fellow,”  he  chuckled,  “so 
there  you  are,  you  son  of  a  loose  woman.  You 
spawn  of  a  dogfish.  You — ”  He  uttered  a  wild 
yell,  and  began  to  tear  his  shirt  from  his  back  when 
Little  Mary  came  rushing  at  him  from  her  room, 
and  he  dropped  on  his  knees  in  a  trice.  “Don’t 
strike!  merciless  woman,”  he  whined;  “they 
wouldn’t  give  me  a  spade.  They  wouldn’t  open 
the  shop  to  me,  I  tell  you,  so  I  had  to  drink  in 
Mulligan’s  while  I  sent  a  boy  to  look  for  one.  I 
declare  by  the  cross  of  the  Crucified  One  that  I 
couldn’t  get  a  spade.  What’s  all  this  noise  now 
about  a  spade?  Haven’t  I  got  a  good  spade 
already?”  He  kept  babbling  as  he  crawled  to  the 
hearth  and  sat  down  glaring  at  the  two  of  them 
like  a  wild  animal.  Little  Mary  shrugged  her 
shoulders  and  said  nothing. 

“Good  God,  what  sent  me  to  this  place?”  thought 
the  Stranger.  He  became  filled  with  such  a  violent 
disgust  at  his  sordid  surroundings  that  he  wanted 
to  rush  away  and  leave  them.  But  where  should  he 
go?  He  stayed  in  his  room  all  day  trying  to  think 
out  a  plan.  Impossible!  The  very  coldness  of  the 
air  outside  was  a  barrier  against  going  anywhere. 
He  avoided  Little  Mary’s  eyes.  He  never  spoke 
to  her.  He  wanted  to  go  to  the  O’Dalys  and  ask 
their  advice.  But  how  could  he  tell  them  that  he 
had  seduced  Red  John’s  wife?  And  all  day  he 
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heard  Red  John  shouting  and  screaming  in  the 
other  room. 

“They’ll  eat  me  alive,”  he  screamed;  “blue  devils 
and  little  red  ones  with  clay  pipes  in  their 
mouths.”  It  was  like  being  in  hell,  listening  to 
the  man’s  drunken  babble. 

“I  wish  a  devil  would  choke  him  and  be  done  with 
it,”  he  thought.  He  went  into  the  kitchen  for  his 
supper  and  saw  Little  Mary  calmly  knitting  by 
the  fire  as  if  nothing  in  the  world  troubled  her. 
“Huh!”  he  thought,  “she’s  an  unnatural  woman. 
Good  God,  she  has  ruined  me,”  forgetting  her 
kindness  to  him  in  winter,  and  her  love  that  made 
her  give  him  herself. 

He  scowled  at  her  fiercely,  but  she  never  looked. 
All  day  she  was  in  a  cloud  of  happiness  that  noth¬ 
ing  could  pierce.  Since  the  night  before,  when  she 
had  abandoned  herself  to  her  love,  she  was  unable 
to  think  of  anything  but  the  consummation  of  her 
womanhood.  It  was  the  beginning  of  life.  If  even 
it  were  the  end  of  life,  it  had  at  least  been  worth 
while  to  have  lived  for  those  moments.  Like  an 
opiate  her  satisfied  love  made  her  insensible  to  her 
surroundings,  even  to  the  object  of  her  love.  Not 
a  single  shadow  of  gross  conventions  or  cowardly 
morality  darkened  the  cloud  of  her  happiness. 
She  was  not  tortured  by  the  desire  that  civilized 
women  have  to  demand  a  price  for  their  affections 
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by  marriage  or  otherwise.  She  had  given  freely 
like  nature.  She  received  from  nature  the  clean 
gift  of  satisfied  womanhood. 

But  his  own  vanity  and  the  philosophy  of  degen¬ 
erate  fools  filled  the  Stranger  with  the  wind  of 
remorse.  That  night  as  he  lay  down  to  sleep  he 
said  to  himself,  “I  will  keep  aloof  from  the  two  of 
them.  It  is  wrong  for  an  educated  man  to  lower 
himself  to  the  level  of  peasants.”  For  a  fortnight 
he  did  so.  He  roamed  around  Rooruck  restlessly, 
speaking  to  nobody.  He  pretended  to  be  quite  at 
his  ease  in  his  gloomy  solitude,  but  he  was  most 
unhappy.  At  night  he  slept  well.  He  ate  his  meals 
with  relish.  He  felt  himself  getting  stronger  every 
day,  and  his  returning  strength  was  detestable  to 
him.  It  aroused  his  passion.  It  made  him  want  to 
exercise  his  hands  and  his  mind  in  doing  some¬ 
thing.  Each  day  was  a  perpetual  struggle  between 
his  resolution  to  be  miserable  and  the  urge  of 
spring  and  returning  strength  urging  him  to  love 
and  activity. 

“O  God  of  the  valiant  deeds,  what  a  ghoul  of  a 
fellow!”  the  peasants  would  say  as  he  passed  them 
in  silence  with  a  cold  stare.  The  young  women  of 
the  village,  who  were  all  out  in  the  fields  or  on 
the  shore,  would  glance  at  him  giddily  and  say, 
“Hist!  why  the  hurry?”  but  he  would  take  no 
notice  of  them.  Then  they  would  whisper  loud 
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enough  for  him  to  hear,  “He’s  not  a  man  at  all,  I 
believe.  They  say  he  was  badly  wounded  in  the 
big  war.  What  a  pity !”  And  their  jibes  maddened 
him. 

Those  days  Little  Mary  spent  in  trembling 
anxiety,  afraid  that  he  was  lost  to  her.  She  would 
look  at  him,  sometimes  sadly  and  wearily,  with 
wide-open  eyes  in  which  the  hidden  tears  were 
glistening.  Sometimes  she  looked  at  him  with 
hatred  in  her  eyes  and  her  nostrils  quivering 
because  he  scorned  her.  Each  night  she  lay  awake 
a  long  time  thinking  furiously  of  what  she  should 
do  if  he  looked  at  her  no  more.  She  would  listen 
savagely  to  the  sea  beating  against  the  cliffs,  and 
picture  her  own  body  washed  away  on  its  bosom. 
And  then  she  would  say,  through  her  clenched 
teeth,  as  she  clasped  her  throbbing  throat,  “I  will 
make  him  love  me.  I  will,  or  I  will  kill  him.”  For 
her  primitive  soul  was  as  merciless  as  nature  itself. 
The  tender  growth  of  civilization  had  never  taken 
root  in  her  mind.  Her  love  raged  mightily.  Like 
an  ocean  wave  there  was  nothing  either  within  her 
or  without  her  to  stay  its  progress.  It  must  satisfy 
itself  or  shatter  itself  in  death. 

Then  nature  turned  the  Stranger  towards  her 
again.  Nature  routed  his  body  from  its  winter 
apathy.  It  left  his  mind,  which  was  not  of  nature 
but  of  civilization,  wriggling  in  the  clutches  of  his 
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fantastic  reasoning,  but  his  body,  nourished  by  the 
exhilarating  breath  of  the  sea  and  hardened  by  the 
wind,  was  drawn  by  an  overpowering  force  to  a 
mate.  The  most  ferocious  castigations  prescribed 
by  the  Christian  Church  for  the  unsexing  of  its 
cherished  saints  would  have  been  of  no  avail  to 
silence  the  demands  of  nature  in  Rooruck  in 
spring.  That  spring  at  Rooruck,  when  strong  men 
live  greedily  every  moment  from  the  grey  cold 
dawn  to  the  mist-laden  dusk!  Life  there  is  only 
to  the  strong  and  to  the  ruthless.  Oh,  strong,  beau¬ 
tiful  sea!  Hunger-inspiring!  Life-giving!  Oh, the 
icy  clasp  of  the  wind,  like  the  stern  command  of  a 
proud  father.  Even  when  it  numbs  the  limbs  at 
dawn  the  heart  throbs  joyfully,  loving  life.  So  even 
though  his  weak  mind  remained  helpless,  his  body 
grew  daily  fonder  of  life.  Two  personalities  grew 
within  him  side  by  side.  One  embraced  Little 
Mary  and  loved  her  bodily  with  the  love  of  nature. 
The  other  hated  her  and  kept  hidden  behind  a 
gloomy  silence.  And  she  tried  her  utmost  to  gain 
access  to  those  caverns  where  his  Black  Soul 
lurked. 

“Talk  to  me,”  she  would  say  as  they  sat  together 
in  the  kitchen.  “Tell  me  about  the  places  you 
have  been,  about  the  war,  and  all  the  strange  coun¬ 
tries  you  saw.  Do  tell  me!”  She  was  eager  to 
learn  what  he  knew  of  life,  so  that  she  could  interest 
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him  by  talking  and  make  herself  more  attractive 
to  him. 

For  many  days  he  refused  to  talk,  saying  to  her, 
“What  is  the  use  of  my  talking  to  you,  you  would 
not  understand  me.”  Then  at  last  his  loneliness 
became  so  oppressive  that  he  had  to  speak.  He 
talked  furiously  as  he  walked  about  the  kitchen, 
forgetful  of  what  he  was  saying  or  to  whom  he  was 
speaking.  He  talked  fiercely,  like  spring,  of  con¬ 
quest,  of  great  deeds.  He  felt,  in  the  ecstatic  plea¬ 
sure  of  talking  to  some  one,  that  he  could  achieve 
wonders. 

She  listened  to  him  breathlessly.  A  new  vista  of 
happiness  opened  up  before  her  eyes.  Oh,  to  have 
words  like  those  spoken  to  her!  Her  We  that  was 
before  but  the  creation  of  her  own  fancy,  now 
swelled  within  her  torrentially  as  she  realized  that 
he  had  her  respect.  She  fell  in  love  with  his  mind 
that  could  conceive  those  words.  How  sweet  they 
were,  those  fierce  words,  and  the  gleaming  eyes 
through  which  the  mind  peeped  and  disappeared 
flashing,  like  sunbeams  through  a  cloud.  With  her 
arms  folded  on  her  breast,  and  her  head  turned 
sideways  to  hear  better,  she  sat  rocking  herself  like 
a  nun  in  a  spiritual  ecstasy. 

But  he  felt  none  of  her  happiness.  He  suddenly 
stopped  talking,  and  without  casting  a  glance  at 
her  went  out.  A  terrible  weariness  seized  him. 
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He  always  felt  that  discontent  when  he  had  talked 
a  great  deal,  as  if  there  were  something  he  wanted 
to  do  and  couldn’t  do.  Night  was  falling  as  he 
walked  down  the  village  towards  the  beach.  A 
bitter  wind  blew  fitfully,  almost  drowned  by  a 
dirty  grey  mist  that  seemed  to  be  rolling  up  before 
it  the  rays  of  the  sinking  sun.  It  was  as  if  the  sun, 
like  a  sick  man  recovering  from  a  long  illness,  were 
giving  up  its  feeble  attempt  to  warm  the  earth 
and  the  dregs  of  winter  were  putting  it  to  flight. 
Through  the  mist  he  could  see  dim  grey  forms 
coming  towards  him,  peasants  coming  wearily 
homewards  after  their  day’s  work,  with  spades  on 
their  shoulders.  They  were  talking  idly  and  laugh¬ 
ing.  They  talked  of  women.  There  was  a  lewd 
ferocity  in  their  tired  voices.  Now  and  again 
one  of  them  would  yell  and  scrape  his  spade  along 
the  stone  fence  as  if  seized  by  a  drunken  frenzy. 
In  spite  of  himself  he  felt  his  blood  rush  hotly  at 
their  remarks  and  they  disgusted  him. 

“Good  God,”  he  thought,  “how  coarse  I  am  be¬ 
coming!  I,  an  educated  man!”  But  his  body 
revolted  against  this  priggishness  of  his  mind. 
Said  spring  within  him:  “You  know  very  well 
educated  men  are  far  worse  than  these  poor  pea¬ 
sants  in  matters  of  the  kind,  but  they  are  too 
cowardly  to  express  them  only.  Vice  is  born  of 
repression.”  “That’s  right,”  he  thought,  and  sud- 
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denly  he  became  aware  that  the  reason  he  had  kept 
away  from  Little  Mary  for  the  past  fortnight  was 
because  she  had  given  herself  to  him.  And  he  had 
thought  Kathleen  O’Daly  superior  to  Little  Mary. 
Why?  Obviously  because  she  was  better  dressed, 
respectable,  and  had  been  to  a  university.  Fancy 
setting  a  woman  like  that  above  Little  Mary,  a 
shallow  conceited  woman,  just  like  the  artificial 
unsexed  ladies  who  haunt  the  suburbs  of  large 
cities,  full  of  sham  intellectual  vanities,  the  main¬ 
stay  of  society  doctors,  spiritualists,  psycho¬ 
analysts,  and  freak  writers.  He  recounted  all  Little 
Mary  had  done  for  him  in  winter  when  he  was  ill. 
He  felt  the  warm  fragrance  of  her  body  lying 
within  his  arms.  He  saw  the  wild  love-light  in 
her  half-closed  eyes  turned  up  to  his,  and  he  shud¬ 
dered,  hating  himself  for  having  slighted  her  in 
his  mind.  But  even  as  he  did  so  his  morose  in¬ 
tellect  sardonically  recalled  the  wondrous  music 
of  Kathleen’s  violin,  the  refined  hands,  the  ripple 
of  the  curls  on  her  cheeks.  He  struck  his  forehead 
heavily  and  swore.  The  blow  brought  him  back 
to  his  senses,  and  he  stopped  with  a  s'tart  and 
looked  about  him. 

He  found  himself  standing  half-way  out  on  the 
Jagged  Reef,  absolutely  alone  in  the  dark  night. 
He  could  hear  the  low  rumbling  of  the  sea  in  front, 
coming  up  to  him  through  the  mist.  The  rocks  at 
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his  feet  were  covered  with  yellow  sea  moss,  slip¬ 
pery  and  glistening.  White  froth  oozed  from  it, 
where  his  feet  rested.  Birds  ran  screaming  along 
the  rocks.  He  could  just  see  their  long,  bright, 
red  legs.  Their  bodies,  the  colour  of  the  grey 
mist,  were  invisible.  Cormorants,  flying  close  to 
the  ground,  their  gullets  heavy  with  the  day’s 
fishing,  sidestepped  with  a  whizzing  sound  as 
they  passed  him.  And  overhead  there  was  nothing 
visible  but  the  black  fat  belly  of  the  mist.  The 
sharp  biting  wind  made  him  shiver.  “Christ,” 
he  said,  “what  a  night!”  Oppressed  by  nature 
that  was  black  as  his  own  soul,  he  began  to  walk 
out  hurriedly  towards  the  sea,  pretending  to  him¬ 
self  that  he  could  endure  life  no  longer,  and  that 
he  was  going  to  drown  himself.  The  tide  was 
nearly  at  a  low  ebb,  and  he  seemed  to  have  been 
walking  for  hours  before  the  mighty  vastness 
loomed  up  suddenly  at  him  out  of  the  mist.  Its 
vast,  dark,  moving  face  leered.  Aghast  at  the 
thought  of  jumping  into  the  belly  of  such  an 
appalling  monster,  he  wheeled  about  sharply  and 
slipped  on  the  moss.  He  fell  on  his  knees  in  a 
poof  His  teeth  began  to  chatter.  He  scrambled 
to  his  feet  and  ran  back  madly  over  the  rocks.  He 
stumbled  among  the  pools.  He  thought  an  army 
of  ghosts  surrounded  him.  He  felt  sure  that  a 
huge  animal  was  hurtling  along  behind  him  trying 
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to  catch  him  by  the  heels.  When  he  reached  the 
cabin  he  sighed  with  delight  and  broke  into  a 
walk.  He  was  perspiring.  He  looked  around 
cautiously  lest  anybody  should  have  seen  his 
hurried  flight,  and  then  began  to  whistle  non¬ 
chalantly  and  swing  his  arms  as  he  walked  towards 
the  cabin.  He  kept  shaking  his  head  and  saying 
to  himself,  “By  God,  never  again  will  I  slight 
Little  Mary.”  He  wanted  her  to  comfort  him,  so 
he  persuaded  himself  that  he  was  a  fine  fellow  and 
loved  her. 

He  saw  two  great  mastiffs  standing  outside  Red 
John’s  door,  wagging  their  tails  and  smelling 
each  other’s  noses.  Red  John’s  cur  was  lying  on 
its  back  at  their  feet,  whining  and  shivering  wrhen 
the  mastiffs  sniffed  at  it  contemptuously.  He  re¬ 
cognized  the  dogs  as  O’Daly’s,  and  jumped  over 
the  gate,  eagerly  chuckling  to  himself.  “Jove,  I’ll 
have  a  great  talk  with  him.”  The  two  mastiffs 
made  a  snarling  rush  at  him.  He  was  always 
afraid  of  dogs,  but  he  joyously  kicked  at  them  as 
if  the  great  hairy  things  with  jagged  fangs  were 
timid  sheep.  He  opened  the  door  and  entered 
the  kitchen. 

“How  are  you,  Mr.  O’Daly?  Delighted  to  see 

yy 

you. 

O’Daly  made  a  noise  as  if  he  were  urging  on  a 
horse,  as  he  turned  around  on  the  stool  in  front 
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of  the  fire.  With  one  hand  stroking  his  beard  and 
the  other  hand  on  his  right  knee,  he  looked  at  the 
Stranger  with  his  peculiar  ferocious  look  that 
never  inspired  fear  or  embarrassment,  but  love 
for  the  strange  old  fellow. 

“Well,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head  like  a  horse, 
“you  are  a  queer  person.  Upon  my  soul,  you  are 
as  unsociable  as  an  Englishman.  Why  don’t  you 
come  to  see  the  people?  Sit  down  and  tell  us 
what  devilment  you’ve  been  up  to.  Sit  down  here 
and  talk  to  the  people.” 

“Wait  until  I  change  my  clothes,”  said  the  Stran¬ 
ger,  laughing;  “I’m  wet  to  the  neck.”  He  went 
into  his  room. 

“How  are  you  getting  on  with  your  sowing,  Red 
John?”  said  O’Daly,  taking  out  his  pipe  and  look¬ 
ing  from  Red  John  and  Little  Mary,  who  sat  in 
opposite  corners,  back  and  forth,  fiercely  as  if  he 
were  interrogating  them  at  the  Petty  Sessions  in 
his  capacity  as  a  magistrate. 

Red  John  drew  his  legs  up  under  him  and  sniffed. 
“Oh,  well  enough,  well  enough,”  he  said  with  a 
sigh. 

“My  soul  from  the  devil,”  cried  O’Daly,  “what  a 
miserable  fellow  you  are.  You’re  the  most”  —  he 
pulled  at  his  pipe  —  “miserable  fellow  I  ever  met. 
So  you  are.”  He  cracked  his  fingers,  wagged  his 
head,  and  blew  clouds  of  tobacco  smoke  from  his 
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mouth.  “My  soul  from  the  devil,  but  you  have 
the  most  beautiful  woman  in  Inverara,  and  yet  you 
are  a  miserable  fellow.  How  do  you  explain  it? 
What  do  you  say  about  it,  my  good  woman?”  He 
began  to  talk  to  Little  Mary,  subtly  flattering  her, 
until  she  almost  cried  with  laughter  and  enjoy¬ 
ment,  while  Red  John’s  forehead  twitched  as  he 
looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  them.  He  would 
look  at  Little  Mary’s  beautiful  face  and  flashing 
eyes  and  say  to  himself,  “My  woman,  eh?  May 
the  devil  rape  her.”  Then  he  would  look  at 
O’Daly  with  hatred.  He  hated  him  because  he 
was  big  and  strong,  and  was  able  to  talk  freely  to 
women.  His  eyes  would  roam  over  O’Daly’s 
brown  patched  suit  that  hung  loosely  about  his 
lean  body,  and  he  imagined  that  even  the  stuff  of 
the  cloth  was  a  living  enemy.  The  game  bag  that 
hung  on  O’Daly’s  shoulder  assumed  the  proper¬ 
ties  of  an  enemy.  It  was  associated  with  the  things 
that  he  never  knew,  that  he  never  possessed. 
Even  the  blood-stained  head  of  a  curlew  that  pro¬ 
truded  from  a  hole  in  the  side  of  the  bag  leered 
at  him.  It  said,  “There  you  are,  you  miserable 
peasant,  you  never  could  kill  a  curlew.  You  are  a 
poor  oppressed  wretch.  You  are  a  worm.  You 
are  only  fit  to  be  kicked  like  a  cur.”  And  the  gun 
that  lay  on  the  ground  beside  O’ Daly,  its  barrel 
gleaming  in  the  firelight,  seemed  to  threaten  him 
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with  instant  death  if  he  dared  to  lift  a  finger  in 
order  to  assert  his  manhood.  As  he  sat  in  his 
corner  his  soul  shrank  to  a  trembling  point  in 
his  breast.  The  whole  range  of  his  understanding 
cowered  within  that  point  in  awe  of  everything 
that  moved  about  him.  Not  a  solitary  being,  not 
even  a  dog  or  a  bird  watched  with  him  in  sym¬ 
pathy.  He  was  alone,  without  even  the  knowledge 
of  a  God  to  comfort  him.  His  reason  was  slowly 
dying  like  a  plant  suddenly  stricken  with  drought 
under  a  scorching  sun.  He  sat  still  without 
thought,  lest  a  movement  or  a  thought  would  be¬ 
tray  his  presence  to  all  these  enemies  that  were 
eager  to  overwhelm  him.  Slowly,  fearfully,  his 
soul  fled  backwards,  dragging  his  body  with  it 
into  the  vast  unconscious  emptiness  of  the  prime¬ 
val  life  from  which  his  ancestors  had  arisen.  For 
in  Rooruck  in  spring  life  is  only  to  the  strong 
and  the  ruthless. 

The  Stranger  dressing  in  his  room  heard  Little 
Mary  laughing  merrily  in  response  to  O’Daly’s 
bantering,  and  he  became  madly  jealous  of  her. 
He  was  jealous  not  because  he  suspected  that  she 
did  not  love  him  -  he  took  that  for  granted  -  but 
because  she  could  laugh  with  another  man.  “Non¬ 
sense,”  he  said  to  himself,  “O’Daly  is  an  old  man, 
and  I  don’t  love  her,  anyway.  What  does  it  matter 
to  me  what  she  does?”  But  he  was  furious  never- 
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theless.  Every  time  she  laughed,  the  ringing 
sound  with  a  ripple  in  the  middle  of  it,  as  if  it 
caught  in  her  throat,  struck  at  his  chest  like  the 
flat  base  of  a  hammer.  He  finished  dressing  and 
sat  on  his  bed  pettishly,  saying  to  himself  that  he 
wouldn’t  go  into  the  kitchen.  Sitting  there  he 
discovered  that  he  had  never  been  jealous  of  any 
other  woman  in  his  life,  and  he  decided  that  he 
must  be  becoming  very  weak-minded.  “It’s  this 
miserable  existence  that’s — ” 

Just  then  O’Daly  shouted  to  him. 

“Oh,  lawdy,  lawdy  dah!  you  take  as  long  to  dress 
as  a  woman.” 

He  laughed  with  pretended  gaiety  and  strolled 
into  the  kitchen.  He  took  a  seat  away  from  the 
fire  so  as  to  remain  hidden  from  the  light. 

O’Daly  eyed  him  up  and  down  appraisingly. 
“Begob,  yer  putting  on  flesh,”  he  said.  “Now, 
what  d’ye  think  o’  that.  We’ll  soon  make  a  man 
of  ye.  And  sure  yer  father,  Lord  have  mercy 
on  him,  was  a  fine  man  ...  as  good  as  the 
best.” 

The  Stranger  shot  a  sharp  glance  at  Little  Mary 
and  saw  her  smiling  happily.  He  fumed  and 
turned  to  O’Daly  with  a  smile.  He  felt  himself 
intensely  flattered  by  O’Daly’s  remarking  his  re¬ 
turning  strength.  He  was,  after  all,  a  strong  man. 
Fancy  a  strong  man  concerning  himself  about  a 
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miserable  woman!  Yes,  he  would  put  her  out  of 
his  head. 

“I  met  your  daughter  Kathleen  the  other  day,” 
he  said,  laughing;  “I  am  afraid  she  is  trying  to 
convert  me.” 

“Upon  my  soul,  she  will  before  she  finishes,  al¬ 
though  she  made  a  poor  job  of  myself.  Mind  ye, 
don’t  fall  in  love  with  her.  They  all  do.  Although 
in  my  time  we  looked  for  a  different  kind.  When 
I  was  young — ” 

The  Stranger  heard  Little  Mary  make  a  move¬ 
ment,  and  forgot  O’Daly  immediately.  His  first 
impulse  was  joy  at  the  success  of  his  effort  to  make 
her  jealous.  Then  immediately  he  despised  him¬ 
self  for  his  meanness.  She  was  smiling  weakly  at 
the  fire,  but  her  throat  was  throbbing,  and  the 
fingers  of  her  right  hand  tapped  her  knee  rest¬ 
lessly.  Then  she  rose  hastily  and  went  into  her 
room.  She  thought  she  would  never  get  across 
the  floor  to  her  room.  She  threw  herself  face 
downwards  on  her  bed  and  burst  into  tears. 

“So  he  is  in  love  with  Kathleen  O’ Daly,”  she 
gasped;  “that  skimpy  girl,  that  empty-headed 
doll!  Oh,  if  I  had  her  head  between  my  hands!” 
Then  she  puckered  up  her  lips  and  swept  her  hair 
back  tightly  from  her  forehead  with  her  right 
hand.  Her  wet  eyes  hardened  as  she  tried  to 
arouse  hatred  against  the  Stranger.  He  had  talked 
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of  Kathleen  purposely  to  hurt  her.  She  knew  he 
had.  She  tried  to  persuade  herself  that  she  hated 
him  and  despised  him,  and  did  not  want  him  any 
more.  But  then,  as  soon  as  she  imagined  life  with¬ 
out  him,  she  was  seized  with  horror.  Her  mind, 
like  a  butterfly  flitting  among  barren  flowers, 
rushed  terror-stricken  from  one  thing  to  another 
trying  to  attach  itself  to  some  interest,  but  in  vain. 
A  black  shroud  descended  on  everything  with  a 
jeering  rush  as  soon  as  she  told  herself  that  she 
didn’t  want  him.  And  a  flood  of  tears  gushed 
afresh  from  her  eyes  in  her  misery.  Then  sobbing 
she  dried  her  eyes,  her  jealousy  washed  out  by  her 
tears.  “No,  no,  I  love  him,  whatever  he  does,” 
she  panted.  “What  else  have  I  got?”  And  she 
began  to  beseech  heaven,  the  sea  and  Crom  Dubh 
to  blast  everybody  that  ever  bore  the  name  of 
O’Daly.  She  poured  out  a  torrent  of  mad  words 
endlessly  until  she  had  to  stop  breathlessly.  Then 
she  was  satisfied. 

The  Stranger,  endeavouring  to  listen  cheerfully 
to  O’Daly’s  conversation,  knew  that  she  was  weep¬ 
ing  in  her  room,  and  he  felt  intensely  ashamed  of 
himself.  He  longed  to  be  able  to  go  into  the  room 
to  her  and  take  her  in  his  arms.  But  he  felt  Red 
John’s  red  eyes  piercing  his  right  cheek.  They 
were  like  the  eyes  of  a  she-wolf  whose  cubs  are 
stolen.  Yet  he  laughed  in  response  to  O’Daly’s 
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jokes.  And  his  ability  to  laugh  in  such  a  situation 
made  him  feel  that  he  was  a  cur.  He  wanted  to 
get  up  and  strike  somebody.  He  was  afraid  of 
O’Daly,  so  he  turned  his  wrath  against  Red  John 
because  he  knew  he  was  weaker  than  himself. 
He  looked  at  him  savagely.  Red  John,  who  had 
been  looking  at  him  malignantly,  lowered  his  eyes 
and  began  to  fidget  with  the  fire.  Then  he  rose 
and  stretched  himself  with  a  foolish  grin. 

“I  must  go  and  see  has  Long  Bartly  got  a  pitch- 
fork  to  lend  me,”  he  muttered,  and  slunk  out  of 
the  cabin.  But  he  didn’t  go  to  Long  Bartly’s. 
He  crossed  up  over  the  crags  to  where  his  black 
sheep  were  grazing  on  the  cliff  top  and  kept 
driving  them  up  and  down  the  crags  all  night. 
“Hist!”  he  would  say,  throwing  a  pebble  at  them. 
“Let  the  fairies  take  you.  What  good  are  you  to 
me?  May  the  maggots  eat  you.  Iam  eaten  my¬ 
self  by  the  devils.”  And  he  would  laugh  like  a 
child. 

When  Red  John  had  gone  out,  O’Daly  bent 
over  close  to  the  Stranger  and  whispered,  “Some¬ 
thing  the  matter  with  that  fellow.  How  do  they 
get  on  together?”  nodding  his  head  towards  the 
room  where  Little  Mary  was. 

“Oh,  all  right,”  said  the  Stranger.  “Why?” 

O’Daly  looked  at  him  curiously  and  then  looked 
towards  the  fire,  winking  an  eye. 
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“She  is  a  beautiful  woman.  You  had  better  take 
care  of  yourself.” 

“Why?”  said  the  Stranger  again,  irritably. 

“Oh,  nothing,”  whispered  O’Daly;  “women  are 
the  very  devil.” 

“Oh,  rot!”  said  the  Stranger,  “I’m  a  man  of  the 
world.” 

“Hm,  hm,”  said  O’Daly;  “it’s  funny  how  young 
men  always  think  they’re  wiser  than  their  fathers. 
Oh,  well,  I  must  be  going.  Good  night,  my  good 
woman.” 

Little  Mary  saw  him  to  the  door,  begging  him 
to  stay  longer  and  hoping  in  her  heart  that  an 
evil  demon  would  “cast  the  light  of  the  morning 
sun  on  his  rotting  corpse.”  The  Stranger  walked 
down  the  road  with  him.  They  walked  in  silence 
for  a  while.  Then  O’Daly  said:  “I  pity  that  poor 
woman.  Begob,  it  hurts  my  soul  to  see  a  beautiful 
horse  hurt  or  a  beautiful  woman  living  in  poverty. 
The  cruel  injustice  of  the  world.” 

O’Daly,  who,  like  most  Irishmen  of  his  type,  had 
no  sense  of  justice  whatever,  felt  that  at  that 
moment  he  would  give  a  fortune  to  get  Little 
Mary  out  of  her  miserable  surroundings.  Yet  he 
would  have  whipped  her  with  pleasure  and  with 
equal  sincerity  and  feeling  of  justice  had  a  birth¬ 
mark  on  her  face  irritated  him.  They  say  that  he 
once,  at  the  same  sitting  of  the  Parish  Court  in 
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Kilmurrage,  acquitted  a  man  for  opening  a  neigh¬ 
bour’s  skull  in  a  fit  of  anger,  and  sentenced  another 
man  to  a  month’s  hard  labour  for  tying  a  sharp 
cord  around  an  old  goat’s  thigh.  His  type  is  almost 
extinct  to-day  in  the  country,  which  does  not 
appreciate  the  impulsive  strength  of  the  iron  men 
of  old  who  were  so  close  to  merciless  unjust  nature. 

Suddenly  O’Daly  stopped  in  the  road  and  laid 
his  hand  on  the  Stranger’s  shoulder. 

“Damn  it,  man,”  he  said,  “I  don’t  like  to  see  you 
pining  away  here,  wasting  your  life.  It’s  no  place 
for  a  young  man.  I  wouldn’t  mind,  but  your 
father  was  one  of  the  old  tribe,  one  of  ourselves. 
I  know  ye  got  good  blood  in  you.  Mind,  I’m  not 
pokin’  my  old  nose,  but  if  there’s  anything  I  could 
do  .  .  .  There  now,  what  the  hell  am  I  talking 
about?”  And  he  began  to  curse  loudly  and  gruffly 
in  order  to  hide  his  sudden  exposure  of  what  he 
considered  a  disgraceful  show  of  sentiment.  The 
Stranger  kicked  the  road  and  said  nothing.  “Hell 
to  my  soul,”  said  O’Daly,  catching  his  hand; 
“come  over  any  time  you’ve  nothing  to  do  and 
have  a  bottle  with  me.  Don’t  be  too  proud  to 
visit  an  old  man.  Now  good  night,  and  God  bless 
ye,  my  son.”  Then  he  stalked  down  the  road 
cursing  himself  for  having  taken  an  interest  in 
that  “good-for-nothing  weakling;  how  in  the  hell 
they  breed  them  I  don’t  know.” 

147 


black  soul 

The  Stranger  stood  looking  after  him,  clenching 
his  fist,  grateful  to  him  for  his  sympathy  and  at 
the  same  time  cursing  him  for  having  attempted 
to  do  him  a  favour.  He  heard  a  small  boy  coming 
up  the  road  riding  a  donkey,  and  O’Daly  stopped 
to  talk  to  him. 

“  Oh,  boys,  oh,  boys,  where  did  you  get  that 
elegant  donkey?” 

The  Stranger  turned  sharply  on  his  heel  and 
walked  back  to  the  cabin.  “Yeah,  he  forgot  all 
about  me  immediately,”  he  muttered  angrily; 
“nobody  cares  a  damn  about  me.” 

Through  the  thick  darkness  stray  lights  flickered 
here  and  there  about  him  in  the  windows  of  the 
cabins.  They  were  little  sickly  red  scars  on  the 
black  face  of  the  night.  One  would  heave  up 
towards  him  glimmering,  as  if  the  night  swayed, 
and  then  retreat  again.  Or  was  it  his  mind  that 
swayed  endeavouring  to  find  an  exit  from  the 
conflicting  suggestions  that  urged  him  to  do  this 
and  to  do  that?  O’Daly’s  words,  “you  are  wasting 
your  life,”  tumbled  around  in  his  brain,  assuming 
strange  formations  as  the  words  mixed,  “are  you 
wasting  your  life,”  “life  wasting  you  are,”  in 
every  conceivable  way.  He  shrank  from  those 
words,  and  then  pointing  his  finger  at  the  sky  he 
traced  the  words,  “I  will  waste  my  life  as  I  think 
fit.”  But  that  seemed  to  be  childish.  And  his 
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mind  swayed  again  as  suddenly  something  within 
said,  “Why  bother  about  your  life?  There  is  Little 
Mary  in  there.  Forget  the  world.”  And  he  went 
into  the  cabin. 

She  was  sitting  by  the  fire  rocking  herself  as  he 
entered.  She  jumped  up  with  an  eager  gleam  in 
her  eyes  as  she  looked  at  him,  but  she  immediately 
suppressed  that  look  and  stared  coolly  as  she  set 
a  chair  for  him  in  front  of  the  fire.  Then  she  sat 
in  the  corner  again,  nervously  arranging  her  shawl 
closely  about  her  neck.  He  looked  at  her,  feeling 
vexed  with  himself  for  having  injured  her,  and  with 
her  for  being  the  cause  of  his  feeling  vexed,  for 
being  a  selfish  fellow,  like  most  men,  he  always 
took  care  to  cast  the  blame  for  his  meanness  on 
other  shoulders.  His  nerves  began  to  strain  at 
the  silence  and  his  lips  twitched.  One  moment 
they  twitched  trying  to  hold  back  an  onrush  of 
apologies,  at  the  very  next  moment  trying  to  hold 
back  an  outburst  of  anger.  In  his  anger  he  would 
say  to  himself,  “What  right  has  she  to  be  jealous 
of  Kathleen  O’Daly?  It  was  her  own  fault  if  I 
am  under  an  obligation  to  her.”  Then  when  he 
looked  at  her  sad  beautiful  face  he  grew  tender. 
He  would  make  a  motion  to  reach  out  his  hand 
to  her  and  then  draw  back  shuddering  and  put 
his  hand  over  his  mouth.  At  last  he  jumped  to  his 
feet  and  cried,  “Oh,  damn  this  business,  it  will 
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drive  me  mad.”  He  stood  looking  stupidly  at  the 
fire  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  Unable  to 
restrain  herself  any  longer,  she  uttered  a  low  cry, 
and  jumping  up  threw  her  arms  about  his  neck. 
But  somehow  her  touch  hardened  him.  He  un¬ 
bound  her  arms,  and  holding  her  by  the  shoulders 
looked  into  her  eyes  with  set  lips.  She  looked  at 
him  wearily.  The  sadness  in  her  eyes  pained  his 
heart  physically.  He  felt  a  desperate  longing  to 
kiss  her  and  say  sweet  things  to  her.  Yet  some¬ 
thing  held  him  back,  and  he  kept  looking  at  her 
with  hard  eyes.  Then  Little  Mary,  her  eyes  star¬ 
ing  with  fright  at  his  look,  her  bosom  heaving 
with  unborn  sobs,  rushed  from  his  arms.  She 
staggered  to  her  stool  and  fell  in  a  heap  face  down¬ 
wards  on  it,  bursting  into  tears.  Then  that  some¬ 
thing  that  held  him  back  vanished  with  a  snap 
and  he  fell  on  his  knees  beside  her.  He  kissed  her 
eyes,  her  lips,  her  ears,  her  forehead,  her  throat, 
her  hands.  He  rubbed  his  hands  through  her 
hair,  and  pressing  his  cheek  against  hers,  mum¬ 
bled  almost  inaudibly,  “I  love  you,  I  love  you.” 
Her  sobs  stopped  suddenly,  and  she  strained  her 
ears  excitedly,  scarcely  able  to  believe  the  words 
that  she  had  hardly  even  dared  to  hope  for.  Slowly 
she  raided  her  eyes  to  his  face,  and  a  low  gurgling 
sound  began  to  rise  from  her  breast  louder  and 
louder  until  it  rushed  from  her  lips  almost  with  a 
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scream,  a  sound  that  might  be  a  scream  of  pain  or 
of  intense  joy.  Covering  her  eyes  with  her  hands 
she  nestled  her  head  against  his  breast.  With  his 
chin  resting  on  her  head  he  knew  that  he  loved 
her  and  he  wondered  fearfully  what  was  going  to 
be  the  outcome.  Even  love  filled  his  Black  Soul 
with  fear. 

And  Little  Mary,  when  he  had  gone  to  bed,  sat 
by  the  fire  kissing  the  places  on  her  hands  where 
his  lips  had  rested. 


§2 

At  rooruck  spring  does  not  die.  like  a 
river  seeking  the  ocean,  it  gathered  strength 
and  beauty  each  day  from  its  staggering  frozen 
birth  until  it  passed  majestically  into  the  luxuriant 
bosom  of  summer.  Rooruck  changed  hour  by 
hour,  minute  by  minute,  with  each  rush  of  the 
wind,  each  westward  leap  of  the  sun,  each  thud 
of  the  sea  against  its  cliffs.  The  hungry  black 
earth  grew  green  with  dewy  grass.  Sharp-pointed 
buds  edged  their  way  timorously  through  the 
hard  soil  of  the  tilled  fields.  The  wind  and  rain 
descended  softly  on  the  crags  and  fields,  whisper¬ 
ing  to  the  life  that  was  coming  from  the  womb  of 
the  earth.  The  air  was  fragrant  with  a  sense  of 
joy.  It  was  like  hearing  good  news  of  a  loved  one. 
Lambs  frisked  in  the  fields  among  the  crags  above 
the  village,  their  growing  wool  already  hanging 
from  their  sides  in  zigzag  ringlets.  Calves  were 
rushing  about  stupidly,  their  tails  in  the  air.  The 
people  began  to  laugh  and  look  about  them  hap¬ 
pily,  their  crops  sown.  They  had  already  eaten 
eggs  in  homage  to  Crom  for  all  the  lives  that  had 
been  born  to  them,  from  their  sheep  and  cattle, 
on  the  day  that  Christians  call  Easter  Sunday. 
One  could  almost  hear  nature  clashing  cymbals 
urging  life  to  grow.  Beautiful,  hard,  grey  spring 
life  at  Rooruck  that  swelled  the  chest  and  put  steel 
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into  the  eye  and  a  warlike  song  in  the  throat. 
Full-grown  spring  at  Rooruck  that  robbed  men 
of  fear  and  weakness. 

Little  Mary  was  as  happy  as  the  lark  that  rose 
each  morning  to  sing  from  her  grassy  nest  in  the 
clover  field  beneath  the  cabin,  where  those  furry- 
headed  young  larks  were  hugging  one  another. 
Now  everything  was  plain  to  her.  She  could  see 
the  expanse  of  the  future  rolling  itself  out  before 
her,  and  always  she  and  her  lover  walked  hand  in 
hand  across  it.  Every  other  year  at  the  end  of 
spring  she  had  set  a  goose  to  hatch.  But  that 
year  she  did  not.  She  had  already  cut  herself 
adrift.  She  was  waiting  eagerly  for  her  lover  to 
say  “come,”  waiting  to  fly  with  him  over  the  sea. 
When  they  embraced  she  would  look  in  his  eyes 
and  say,  “I  wish  we  were  together  away  from 
everybody.”  And  he  would  say,  “So  do  I,  dear¬ 
est,”  and  then  bite  his  lips,  for  he  feared  that  final 
step  that  would  make  him  hers. 

Nature  tugged  at  his  heart,  urging  him  to  be  a 
man  and  take  her  with  him  out  into  the  world, 
but  his  intellect  refused  to  move  in  response  to 
nature.  “How  could  I  support  her?”  it  would 
say.  And  then,  “What  the  hell  do  I  want  her  for, 
anyway?  I’m  not  going  back  into  the  world  for 
anybody.”  And  his  fear  of  having  to  go  back 
to  the  struggle  of  life  kept  him  in  torment, 
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preventing  him  from  loving  her.  Every  time 
he  embraced  her,  the  thought  was  constantly  in 
his  mind  that  she  was  trying  to  use  him  for  her 
own  purposes,  selfishly.  He  told  himself  repeat¬ 
edly  that  life  did  not  interest  him,  and  yet  he  felt 
the  urge  to  do  something  growing  daily  more  in¬ 
tense.  The  satisfied  happy  look  on  the  faces  of 
the  peasants  who  had  sown  their  crops  maddened 
him.  He  felt  like  a  soldier  who  is  straggling 
behind  a  victorious  army,  unable  to  reach  the 
conquered  capital  with  them  because  he  has  led  a 
debauched  life.  He  felt  everybody  despised  him, 
and  that  made  him  long  still  more  to  pretend 
indifference. 

Then  Bartly  the  son  of  Black  Peter  got  married 
to  a  woman  from  Coillnamhan.  Horses  galloped 
madly  from  Rooruck  to  the  church  at  Coillnam¬ 
han.  Then  they  galloped  back  again,  the  bride¬ 
groom  leading  with  the  bride  riding  pillion.  The 
whole  village  gathered  in  Bartly’s  cabin  and  pre¬ 
pared  to  spend  that  day  and  the  following  night 
carousing,  in  celebration  of  the  mating.  Two  men 
went  around  all  the  cabins  in  the  village  with  a 
jar  of  whisky,  forcing  everybody  to  drink  to  the 
health  of  the  newly  wedded  couple.  Then  every¬ 
body  who  had  not  been  to  the  church  drank  a 
glass,  saying,  “May  their  seed  prosper,”  and  went 
to  the  wedding.  Red  John  and  Little  Mary  went. 
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The  Stranger,  seeing  Little  Mary  going  to  mix 
with  the  peasants,  eager  for  the  music  and  dancing, 
felt  madly  jealous  and  grew  disgusted  with  her. 
It  was  as  if  he  had  seen  a  civilized  savage  woman 
eat  human  flesh  in  a  moment  of  abandonment. 
At  least  he  told  himself  that  it  was  disgust,  but 
he  really  felt  vexed  with  her  for  being  able  to 
enjoy  simple  things  from  which  he  himself  was 
cut  off  by  his  Black  Soul  and  his  foolish  belief  in 
his  own  importance.  He  waited  alone  in  the  cabin, 
listening  to  the  distant  sounds  of  merry-making 
and  pretended  that  he  was  indifferent,  but  he 
could  not  feel  indifferent.  He  kept  wondering 
whether  she  was  dancing  with  somebody  else  or 
whether  she  would  smile  into  some  other  man’s 
eyes  and  allow  them  to  squeeze  her  waist. 

Towards  evening  Little  Mary  came  back  to  give 
him  his  supper.  He  saw  her  eyes  gleaming  with 
pleasure  and  her  cheeks  flushed  with  dancing 
and  he  was  enraged  with  her.  So  he  pretended 
to  be  indifferent.  She  noticed  his  jealousy  and 
felt  glad,  because  it  showed  her  that  he  loved 
her. 

“Do  come  down  with  me,”  she  said,  clinging  to 
him,  “the  people  won’t  like  it  if  you  don’t  come.” 
“Oh,  to  hell  with  the  yokels,”  he  said,  “I’m  going 
in  to  O’Daly’s  and  have  somebody  to  talk  to. 
What  do  I  want  with  a  lot  of  stupid  savages?” 
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Then  he  ate  his  supper  eagerly  with  a  great  show 
of  nonchalance  and  went  out. 

Little  Mary  tore  off  the  trinkets  that  she  had 
donned  so  gaily  that  morning  and  sat  by  her  bed, 
moaning,  “Now  what  have  I  done,  now  what  have 
I  done?” 

He  walked  southwards  from  the  village  across 
the  crags  until  he  reached  the  cliffs.  Then  he 
turned  eastwards  towards  the  highest  cliff,  whose 
summit  was  crowned  by  the  old  fort  that  pre¬ 
historic  warriors  had  built.  He  reached  it.  He 
passed  through  the  two  outer  walls  and  then 
through  the  massive  stone  gate  that  led  into  the 
circular  level  green  sward  that  was  the  fort  itself. 
He  stood  still;  there  was  perfect  silence  within 
the  tremendous  walls,  in  that  circular  bare  patch 
of  whitened  grass,  trodden  by  savage  warriors 
three  thousand  years  before.  Four  yards  in  front 
of  him,  the  cliff  dropped  three  hundred  feet  to  a 
vast  expanse  of  blue  sea.  “Ah,”  he  said,  and  he 
felt  strong  and  confident  as  if  all  the  hosts  that  had 
ever  looked  out  over  that  sea  were  beside  him, 
defending  him  with  their  shields.  He  felt  like  a 
monk  who  sits  in  a  vast  empty  cathedral  com¬ 
muning  with  his  god.  He  mounted  the  ramparts 
and  lay  on  his  belly  along  the  broad  wall  of  the 
fort  looking  out  over  Inverara.  There  were  pale 
green  streaks  of  light  from  the  setting  sun  on  the 
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crags  that  sank  in  terraces  from  east  and  west  and 
south  to  the  broad  grassy  valley  of  Coillnamhan. 
The  sea  between  Inverara  and  the  blue  mainland 
had  a  million  dimples  on  its  smooth  face,  kisses 
from  the  departing  sun.  The  wide  strip  of  sandy 
beach  beneath  Coillnamhan  shone  white,  like  the 
reflection  of  the  moon  at  night  in  a  tropical  sea. 
White  sheep,  followed  by  their  frisking  lambs, 
wandered  about  the  crags.  Women  in  red  petti¬ 
coats  crossed  here  and  there  with  cans  to  milk 
their  cows.  The  cows  lowed.  A  pattering  sound 
came  from  afar  of  somebody  knocking  a  heap  of 
smooth  stones  and  a  horse  whinnied  near  there, 
eager  for  her  evening  drink  of  water  perhaps. 
He  gazed  in  silence  drinking  in  the  beauty  of 
nature.  He  wanted  to  embrace  it,  to  hold  it  to  his 
breast.  Nature  seemed  to  say,  “See  how  beautiful 
is  the  world.  Fool.  You  despise  peasants,  do  you? 
You  think  you  are  an  intellectual?  I’ll  tell  you 
what  you  are.  You  are  a  charlatan.  Go  back  now 
to  the  woman  that  loves  you  and  enjoy  life.  It  is 
good,  but  only  to  those  who  prefer  truth  to  cheap 
cynicism  and  intellectual  piffle.”  And  the  ghosts 
of  dead  warriors  seemed  to  clash  their  battle-axes 
silently  on  their  shields  and  murmur,  “Aye,  that  is 
truth.”  And  the  crags  and  the  sea  and  the  sand 
and  the  green  valley  winking  under  the  parting 
embrace  of  the  sinking  sun  seemed  to  sigh  and 
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say,  “Aye,  peace  and  strength  are  only  to  those 
who  can  love  beauty  and  truth.  Beauty  and  truth 
are  life.  Life  comes  from  our  womb.  Nestle  close 
to  us,  my  child.  You  will  get  lost  in  those  clouds 
of  vaporous  intellectuality.” 

And  his  Black  Soul  scowled  at  the  accusing  voice 
of  nature.  It  said,  “Intellect  is  above  nature.  Iam 
above  the  common  herd,  these  peasants  of  Roo- 
ruck.  What  purpose  is  there  in  being  happy  or  in 
trying  to  believe  anything?  What  do  I  want  to 
tussle  with  the  ignorant  mob  for?”  Then  a  great 
dark  shadow  passed  westward  from  Kilmillick 
over  the  land  and  sea  and  blotted  out  the  sun.  A 
chill  breeze  began  to  blow.  Shivering  and  de¬ 
pressed  he  descended  from  the  ramparts  and  began 
to  walk  hurriedly  down  the  slope  towards  Coill- 
namhan  to  O’Daly’s  house.  He  was  obeying  the 
voice  of  his  Black  Soul.  It  was  the  most  satisfying 
voice  to  his  vanity.  So  it  is  easier  to  scoff  at  life 
than  to  give  a  child  an  apple.  But  scoffing,  though 
sweet,  leaves  a  sour  taste  in  the  mouth,  and  a  child’s 
smile  lives  a  long  time  in  the  memory. 

The  dark  shadow  had  thickened  into  night  be¬ 
fore  he  reached  the  village.  But  he  had  ceased  to 
notice  anything  about  him.  He  was  deliberately 
trying  to  persuade  himself  that  he  loved  Kathleen 
O’Daly,  that  she  was  his  equal  in  intellect,  that 
her  presence  made  him  happy,  that  she  had  an 
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elevating  effect  on  his  mind,  and  that  Little  Mary 
had  a  demoralizing  effect  on  him. 

“That  kind  of  woman  would  turn  me  into  a  yokel. 
She  would  kill  all  refinement  in  me.  I  must  pull 
myself  together.”  Then  he  knocked  at  the  door 
of  the  cottage. 

O’Daly  opened  the  door  to  him  and  asked  him 
to  step  inside  in  a  whisper.  He  led  him  into  the 
kitchen  on  tiptoe. 

“There’s  a  crowd  o’  them  in  there,”  he  whispered, 
gripping  the  Stranger’s  right  arm  convulsively. 
“Take  this  chair.  That  old  woman  of  a  curate  and 
another  priest  from  Dublin,  full  of  nonsense  about 
Republicanism  and  a  young  woman  with  a  face 
like  the  spine  of  a  tinker’s  ass,  relation  o’  the 
curate’s,  says  she,  ‘We  need  to  enthuse  the  growing 
generation  with  a  passion  for  pure  ideals,  and  a 
clean  unselfish  moral  life,’  ”  and  O’Daly  tried 
to  imitate  the  voice  of  a  robin  whose  nest  has 
been  robbed.  “They’re  in  there  in  the  sitting- 
room,”  he  continued,  breathing  heavily  as  he 
filled  an  extra  glass  from  a  bottle  that  lay  on  the 
kitchen  table.  Then  he  handed  the  glass  to  the 
Stranger  and  sank  into  a  bamboo  arm-chair  that 
cracked  under  his  weight.  “I  stuck  it  for  an  hour. 
Couldn’t  stand  ’em  any  longer.”  He  had  obvi¬ 
ously  made  an  attempt  to  “stand  it,”  for  he  was 
wearing  a  starched  shirt  front  and  a  fairly  new 
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black  suit.  But  the  stiff  narrow  base  of  the  shirt 
front  was  sticking  out  over  his  waistcoat  that  was 
unbuttoned.  He  had  torn  off  his  tie,  and  the  collar- 
stud  was  hanging  loose  at  his  throat.  His  face 
was  as  red  as  a  beetroot  with  his  exertions.  The 
poor  man  would  have  liked  very  much  to  stay  in 
the  sitting-room  and  poke  blasphemous  fun  at 
the  priests  and  the  young  lady  with  the  face  like 
a  tinker’s  ass’s  spine,  but  his  daughter’s  stare  told 
him  that  he  was  a  “disgrace,”  so  he  had  to  retire. 
He  was,  after  all,  though  “an  Irish  gentleman  who 
feared  neither  man  nor  devil,”  as  he  said  himself, 
afraid  of  his  daughter  and  dependent  on  her.  So 
he  pretended  that  he  really  disliked  the  company 
and  despised  it.  “It’s  funny,”  he  said,  filling  him¬ 
self  a  fresh  glass  of  whisky,  “but  the  only  people  I 
feel  like  talking  to  are  the  peasants.  They’re  more 
human  than  these  bastards  that  pretend  to  know 
everything,  and  know  nothing.  Eh?  Isn’t  that 
right?” 

“Absolutely,”  said  the  Stranger,  swallowing  his 
whisky.  “I  quite  agree  with  you,”  he  repeated 
with  gusto,  though  an  hour  before  he  had  told 
himself  exactly  the  opposite.  “I  feel  as  if  I  never 
wanted  to  leave  Rooruck  again.  ” 

“Proper  order,”  said  O’Daly,  and  he  swallowed 
another  glass.  “By  God,  this  talk  about  pure  ideals 
gives  me  the  colic.  None  o’  that  in  my  time. 
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Fellahs  ’d  be  ashamed  to  talk  like  that.  May  the 
devil  swallow  them  and  their  ideals.  Begob,  yer  a 
poor  drinker.  Hold  yer  glass  over  here.  Woa,  I’m 
spilling  it,  ‘the  precious  fluid,’  as  old  Father 
Mulligan  used  to  say,  God  rest  his  soul.” 

Now  and  again  a  subdued  laugh  came  to  them 
from  the  sitting-room  as  they  drank.  O’Daly, 
already  half-drunk,  had  forgotten  all  about  the 
party  in  the  sitting-room,  but  the  Stranger  listened 
to  every  sound  eagerly.  It  was  as  if  he  was  eaves¬ 
dropping  on  the  civilized  life  that  he  once  knew. 
He  had  forgotten  about  his  pretended  love  for 
Kathleen.  She  again  took  her  proper  position  in 
his  mind,  merely  as  a  symbol  of  the  life  after  which 
he  hankered.  And  as  usual,  when  he  was  listening 
to  the  voice  of  civilization,  he  told  himself  that  he 
didn’t  want  it.  In  fact,  he  pitied  O’Daly,  who 
was  forced  to  live  in  such  surroundings,  and  he 
kept  drinking  eagerly.  Then  the  guests  went 
away. 

•Kathleen  came  into  the  kitchen  looking  for  her 
father.  She  was  about  to  begin  to  scold  him  when 
she  saw  the  Stranger  and  she  stopped  short. 
“Hallo!  my  treasure,”  said  O’Daly,  “ye  got-eh- 
rid  of  them  at  last.” 

Kathleen  stared  at  the  two  of  them  blinking 
with  drunkenness,  and  then  she  turned  on  her 
heel  and  went  out. 
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“Huh!”  said  O’Daly.  Then  he  laughed  and  fell 
asleep  in  his  chair. 

The  Stranger  jumped  to  his  feet  and  ran  into 
the  hall,  shouting,  “Miss  O’Daly,  Miss  O’Daly.” 
“Yes,”  she  said  sharply,  coming  up  to  him  in  the 
hall. 

Under  the  influence  of  the  whisky  he  felt  quite 
brave  and  gallant. 

“I  hope  I  have  done  nothing  to  irritate  you,”  he 
said;  “I  can  assure  you  that — ” 

“Oh,  it’s  quite  all  right,”  she  said  coldly;  “I  don’t 
like  to  see  men  make  beasts  of  themselves  in  my 
presence.  Good  night,”  and  she  walked  into  the 
sitting-room. 

“Oh,  good  Lord,  what  a  razor  tongue!”  he  mur¬ 
mured,  going  down  the  road.  “Now  I  see  what 
she’s  like.  My  word,  wasn’t  I  lucky  to  have  found 
her  out.  I  bet  Little  Mary  is  as  bad.  But  they 
won’t  catch  me.  I’m  going  to  live  my  life  freely.” 
Then  he  felt  sure  that  all  the  women  in  the  world 
were  engaged  in  a  conspiracy  to  trap  him.  He 
thrust  out  his  chest  and  drew  deep  breaths  and 
swung  his  arms  very  proud  of  himself.  He  felt 
his  muscles  as  he  walked  along  and  patted  his 
thighs.  His  body  was  strong  and  supple  after 
the  wind  of  spring,  good  food  and  healthy  living. 
His  bodily  strength  made  him  feel  independent 
and  selfish.  But  on  the  top  of  these  discoveries 
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he  suddenly  felt  a  desire  for  Kathleen  and  he 
stopped  in  the  road  vexed  with  himself. 

“I’m  becoming  coarse,”  he  muttered  disgustedly. 
“After  all,  my  only  hope  is  to  be  faithful  to  Little 
Mary  if  I  want  to  keep  straight.”  He  was  passing 
the  Monks’  Well,  where  all  the  ghosts  were  seen. 
A  stream  ran  across  the  road.  They  said  that  if  a 
sinner  stepped  in  the  stream  that  the  devils  would 
devour  him  immediately.  He  stopped  looking  at 
the  dark  rivulet.  “Wait  now,”  he  said,  “I’ll  see 
whether  I’m  a  sinner  or  not,”  and  he  waded 
through  it.  Nothing  happened,  and  he  walked  on 
quite  cheered. 

The  guests  were  returning  home  noisily  from 
Bartly’s  wedding  as  he  passed  through  Rooruck. 
Men  were  singing  songs  and  quarrelling.  He 
vaulted  over  the  fence  into  Red  John’s  yard,  and 
then  he  heard  screams  coming  from  the  cabin. 
He  stood  still,  looking  at  the  curtained  kitchen 
window  where  a  candle  was  flickering.  Then  he 
heard  Redjohn  yell  and  a  banging  sound  followed 
the  yell,  as  of  something  being  hurled  against  the 
door.  Then  Little  Mary’s  shriek  reached  him. 
He  rushed  to  the  door  and  tried  to  open  it.  It 
was  bolted  on  the  inside. 

“Hey  there,  hey  there,  open  the  door,”  he  shouted. 

There  was  a  moment’s  silence  and  then  Little 
Mary  screamed  “Help,  help!” 
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He  thrust  his  shoulder  against  the  door.  The 
wooden  bolt  smashed,  the  door  swung  open  with 
a  bang  and  he  stumbled  into  the  kitchen. 

For  a  few  moments  he  was  dazed  by  the  light 
and  the  excitement.  Then  he  saw  Red  John  stand- 
>  ing  near  the  fire,  clothed  only  in  his  trousers  and 
a  strip  of  his  woollen  shirt  on  his  right  shoulder. 
There  was  froth  on  his  red  beard.  He  grinned 
savagely  and  gripped  a  tongs  in  his  left  hand. 
Little  Mary  was  crouching  in  the  corner  by  the 
back  door,  barefooted,  with  a  red  frieze  petticoat 
thrown  over  her  shift  about  her  shoulders.  Her 
teeth  chattered  with  fright  and  shame. 

Red  John  had  come  back  from  the  wedding  mad 
with  whisky,  and  had  attempted  to  embrace  her. 
He  sat  by  the  fire  mumbling  that  he  would  no 
longer  let  her  treat  him  like  a  dog,  trying  to  screw 
up  his  courage  to  take  her.  At  one  moment  he 
feared  her  strength.  At  the  next  moment  he 
forgot  everything  in  his  passion.  Then  he  went 
into  her  room.  She  was  asleep.  He  nished  to  the 
bed  and  seized  her.  She  jumped  up  with  a  scream 
and  clawed  at  him.  He  drew  back  snarling' .  But 
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when  she  saw  his  face,  her  strength  and  courage 
deserted  her.  Catching  up  her  petticoat  she  fled 
into  the  kitchen.  Seeing  that  she  was  afraid  of 
him  he  pursued  her  and  caught  her  in  his  arms 
as  she  was  entering  the  Stranger’s  room.  They 
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struggled.  She  tore  at  his  clothes  and  beard  while 
he  tried  to  embrace  her,  growling  like  a  dog. 
Then  she  broke  from  him  and  he  fell  on  his  back 
on  the  floor.  She  crouched  at  the  back  door, 
unable  to  escape  in  her  terror.  He  got  to  his  feet 
and  hurled  a  sod  of  turf  at  her.  Then  he  had 
grabbed  the  tongs  from  the  hearth  when  the 
Stranger  came  to  the  door. 

The  Stranger  and  he  looked  at  one  another  in 
silence.  They  both  trembled  with  passion,  yet 
each  feared  the  other.  The  Stranger  felt  that  he 
was  guilty  of  having  stolen  Red  John’s  wife,  and 
on  the  other  hand  felt  that  he  must  defend  Little 
Mary.  Red  John  was  afraid  that  he  had  com¬ 
mitted  a  crime  by  assaulting  his  wife,  and  yet  he 
was  enraged  against  the  Stranger,  whom  he  sus¬ 
pected  of  having  seduced  her.  So  they  stood  fac¬ 
ing  one  another,  each  afraid  to  attack.  They  each 
tried  to  terrify  the  other.  They  curled  up  their 
lips.  They  expanded  their  chests  and  clenched 
their  fists.  They  stepped  about  the  floor  threaten¬ 
ing  one  another  with  their  heads.  Then  the  Stran¬ 
ger  suddenly  realized  that  the  situation  was  ludi¬ 
crous.  He  told  himself  that  he  was  afraid  of  Red 
John  and  that  he  was  in  the  wrong.  Red  John  saw 
him  hesitate  and  rushed  at  him.  Then  the  Stran¬ 
ger  forgot  his  reasoning,  and  shot  out  his  hands  to 
preserve  himself.  He  was  just  in  time  to  prevent 
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the  tongs  from  smashing  his  skull.  Then  he  closed 
with  Red  John.  Their  faces  were  close  together 
as  they  strained  against  each  other.  Then  Red 
John  thrust  his  head  forward  and  tried  to  grip  the 
Stranger’s  throat  with  his  teeth.  He  missed  the 
throat  and  tore  at  the  coat  lapel.  Letting  go  his 
hands  from  the  Stranger’s  waist  he  gripped  at  the 
throat  like  a  dog.  Then  the  Stranger  terrified  into 
an  equal  fury,  swung  out  blindly  with  both  hands 
at  Red  John’s  head.  Red  John  began  to  scream 
with  pain.  Gradually  he  let  go  his  hold  and  then 
tried  to  stagger  away.  Another  blow  sent  him 
down  to  the  floor  in  a  heap.  “Let  me  alone,  let 
me  alone,”  he  gasped,  “don’t  kill  me,  I  didn’t 
mean  any-uh-harm  to  anybody.”  And  the  Stran¬ 
ger,  feeling  disgusted  with  himself  for  having  hurt 
the  poor  fellow  after  stealing  his  wife,  staggered 
to  a  stool  in  the  hearth  corner,  and  hiding  his  face 
in  his  hands  he  wept. 

He  fell  into  a  kind  of  thoughtless  stupor.  He 
heard  Little  Mary  put  Red  John  to  bed.  Red 
John  was  still  whining  “Leave  me  alone,  leave  me 
alone,  I’m  not  hurting  anybody.”  Then  he  felt 
Little  Mary’s  arms  about  his  waist  and  her  lips  to 
his  cheek.  “My  darling,”  she  kept  saying  as  she 
pressed  him  to  her  bosom. 
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INVERARA  LAY  IN  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  SEA  LIKE  A 

maiden  sleeping  in  the  arms  of  her  lover.  As 
the  sun  rose  each  morning,  the  night  mists 
rolled  away  before  it  to  the  West  in  pale  blue 
columns.  They  rolled  up  the  steep  slope  of  Coill- 
namhan  Fort,  and  then  banked  along  the  high 
ridge  that  runs  athwart  Inverara  from  south  to 
north  between  Rooruck  and  Coillnamhan.  They 
lay  there  at  dawn,  a  pale  blue  wall  dividing  the 
east  from  the  west.  Then  the  sun  rose  clear  above 
the  Head  of  Crom,  and  they  vanished  into  space 
as  it  shone  through  them. 

A  million  rays  then  danced  on  every  crag.  The 
tall  clover  grass  in  the  fields  beneath  the  crags 
sparkled,  each  blade  an  emerald.  The  roof  of  the 
old  church  at  Coillnamhan  could  be  seen  for  miles, 
a  pool  of  light  lit  up  by  the  sun.  The  trees  behind 
O’Daly’s  cottage  were  in  bloom,  an  oasis  in  a  tree¬ 
less  desert.  Each  tilled  field  was  big  with  crops. 
The  dark  green  potato  stalks  were  covered  with 
pink  and  white  and  red  blossoms  and  tali  poppies 
and  sunflowers  waved  above  the  stalks,  scattered 
here  and  there  like  soldiers  on  sentry.  Each  glen 
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along  the  south  of  Inverara  was  a  flower  garden. 
Sheltered  by  the  ivy-covered  hills  where  the  spar¬ 
rows  chirped,  the  valleys  were  covered  with  pure 
simple  little  flowers,  primroses,  bluebells,  daisies 
and  buttercups.  On  the  cliff-tops  over  the  sea 
where  the  salt  air  smelt  like  an  elixir  from  a  fairy¬ 
land  other  flowers  grew,  whose  names  nobody 
knew.  They  were  tender  little  flowers  ;  they  grew 
in  a  night  and  died  in  a  day.  They  were  as  delicate 
to  the  touch  as  a  butterfly’s  wing,  and  as  multi¬ 
coloured  as  a  rockbird’s  egg.  Down  in  the  crevices 
among  the  crags  where  the  wind  never  came,  and 
where  the  sun  was  only  reflected  by  slanting  dim 
shadows,  the  maidenhair  ferns  grew  from  the  black 
earth.  Their  roots  were  moistened  by  water  from 
the  very  heart  of  Inverara.  Their  green  heads 
stood  silent  and  beautiful  like  living  poems, 

All  over  Inverara  the  air  was  heavy  with  sweet 
smells.  The  wind,  making  slow  sensuous  music  as 
it  drifted  slowly  in  from  the  calm  sea,  mixed  all  the 
smells  together.  It  blew  so  tenderly  that  the  blue¬ 
bells  hardly  waved  their  heads  under  its  caress. 

Around  Inverara  the  sea  lay  calm  and  vast  like  a 
great  thought.  The  waves  rolled  slowly  in  on  the 
sands  at  Coillnamhan.  They  rolled  sleepily,  play¬ 
fully  making  deep  channels  in  the  sand.  Then  they 
crept  back  again  murmuring,  “Summer,  summer, 
summer.”  There  was  not  one  speck  of  seaweed 
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along  the  whole  stretch  of  sand.  It  was  clean  and 
spotlessly  white,  like  the  seagulls  that  strutted 
about  it,  with  their  heads  stuck  low  on  their  shoul¬ 
ders,  or  scratching  their  breasts  with  their  beaks. 
The  sea  stretched  around  Inverara,  its  back  sil¬ 
vered  by  the  sun,  the  waves  so  small  that  they 
seemed  to  be  strokes  drawn  by  a  child’s  finger. 
Beneath  the  cliffs  on  the  south  there  was  never  a 
wave  at  all.  The  sea  there  was  a  mirror  reflecting 
the  colours  of  the  cliffs,  yellow  and  black  and  grey. 
Round  rocks  stuck  from  its  bosom  near  the  cliffs 
and  shoals  of  birds  scurried  around  in  it,  teaching 
their  young  how  to  catch  fish. 

The  sweet  languorous  odour  of  summer  perme¬ 
ated  every  living  thing  in  Inverara.  The  cows 
standing  knee-deep  in  the  brackish  pools  in  the 
meadows  above  the  beach  at  Coillnamhan,  chewed 
their  cud  with  half-closed  eyes,  their  tails  whisking 
at  the  gadflies.  Horses  stood  in  the  shade  of  the 
fences,  their  tails  to  the  sun,  their  heads  drooping 
and  a  hind  leg  limp,  dozing  through  the  day.  The 
men  watched  their  crops  growing.  Lying  in  the 
shade,  they  stretched  themselves  languidly  and 
said,  “Laziness  is  a  devilish  thing.” 

Nowhere  in  Inverara  had  summer  so  changed 
the  face  of  nature  as  at  Rooruck,  and  nowhere  was 
summer  so  beautiful.  It  appealed  more  to  the 
mind  than  to  the  senses,  because  even  summer’s 
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beauty  was  wild  and  fierce  at  Rooruck.  It  was  the 
colour  of  a  snake,  with  the  snake’s  ferocity.  The 
great  broad  crag  that  stretched  west  and  south 
from  the  village  to  the  sea  was  so  uniformly  grey 
that  at  a  distance  Red  John’s  black  sheep,  licking 
salt  from  the  dried  shallow  pools  at  the  summit  of 
the  Hill  of  Fate,  looked  grey  too.  Rooruck  was 
like  the  back  of  a  giant  tortoise  lying  in  the  sea. 
Beneath  it  were  the  tilled  fields,  square  and  oblong, 
and  triangular  patches  of  green  potato  stalks  and 
whitening  rye,  surrounded  by  grey  stone  fences. 
While  around  its  shores  the  sea  swept  even  in 
summer  with  mighty  motion.  It  swept  in  vast 
hollows  and  unbroken  smooth  ridges  from  north 
to  south  and  from  south  to  north  with  the  tides. 
Like  a  great  work  of  art,  wrought  with  a  few  strong 
strokes,  it  lay  tremendous  and  beautiful.  It  was 
fierce  even  in  its  languorous  silence,  as  if  it  might 
rise  any  moment  without  warning  and  lash  into  a 
fury,  like  a  caged  lion  that  dreams  suddenly  of  a 
vast  forest. 

In  Rooruck  the  leap  from  cold  gritty  spring  into 
languorous  summer  was  the  change  from  northern 
winter  to  southern  skies.  It  filled  the  strong  with 
lusty  force.  It  made  the  weak  melancholy.  When 
the  heat  came,  and  the  cuckoo’s  spits  were  lying 
of  a  morning  on  the  green  blackberry  bushes  and 
the  starlings  were  scurrying  about  with  their 
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young,  Red  John  withdrew  more  and  more  into 
himself.  His  outburst  of  passion,  the  night  of 
Bartly’s  wedding,  seemed  to  have  robbed  him  of 
strength.  He  did  not  weed  his  crops.  He  left  his 
pony  without  water  or  grass  in  a  bare  scorched 
field  among  the  crags,  until  the  poor  animal,  mad 
with  hunger  and  thirst,  tried  to  jump  the  fence  and 
broke  its  neck.  One  of  his  sheep  died  eaten  by 
maggots.  Donkeys  broke  into  his  rye  field  and 
trampled  the  growing  rye.  The  neighbours  shook 
their  heads  and  said,  “It’s  that  woman  has  brought 
a  curse  on  him.  What  did  I  tell  you  in  the  begin¬ 
ning?”  The  whole  village  noticed  him  going  about 
talking  to  himself,  but  neither  the  Stranger  nor 
Little  Mary  paid  any  attention  to  him.  Little 
Mary  was  growing  irritable.  She  felt  that  life  in 
Rooruck  was  becoming  unbearable  to  her.  Every 
day  when  she  awoke  she  hoped  that  somehow  the 
evening  would  see  her  flying  to  the  mainland  with 
her  lover.  The  drear  black  crags  maddened  her. 
The  cheerless  monotony  of  always  doing  the  same 
things,  and  of  having  her  idiot  husband  near  her, 
set  her  nerves  jangling.  And  instead  of  deliver¬ 
ance  approaching  it  seemed  to  recede.  For  the 
Stranger  with  the  coming  of  summer  seemed  to  be 
getting  cooler  towards  her.  She  saw  him  smile  at 
young  peasant  women  in  the  village.  When  he 
embraced  her  he  did  so  without  passion.  He 
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hardly  ever  stayed  in  the  house,  but  spent  the  day 
wandering  around,  bathing  and  lying  in  the  sun. 
And  she  would  sit  on  a  stool  in  front  of  her  door, 
knitting  with  furrowed  brows,  wondering  whether 
he  had  ceased  to  love  her.  Every  time  she  passed 
a  young  woman  of  the  village  she  would  look  into 
her  face  angrily,  suspecting  that  some  one  of  them 
had  taken  away  her  lover.  Her  sleep  became 
troubled.  She  had  weird  dreams  in  which  she  saw 
her  lover  parted  from  her.  And  she  would  wake  up 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  stricken  with  horror, 
thinking  herself  pregnant  and  deserted. 

Every  morning  she  intended  to  talk  to  the  Stran¬ 
ger  seriously,  but  now  Red  John  would  sit  by  the 
fire  until  the  Stranger  went  out  after  his  breakfast. 
He  would  do  the  same  at  dinner-time,  and  in  the 
evening,  when  the  languorous  fragrance  of  summer 
was  in  her  blood,  Little  Mary  felt  too  overcome  by 
her  love  to  take  her  lover  to  task  even  when  he 
casually  embraced  her.  Then  one  morning  she 
awoke  more  vexed  than  usual.  “  I  will  talk  to  him 
to-day,”  she  said  to  herself,  “to-day  or  never.  I 
can’t  go  on  like  this.  He  must  take  me  away  from 
here  or  I  will  drown  myself.”  Red  John  had 
already  gone  out  when  she  got  up.  He  always  got 
up  at  dawn  now,  since  the  spring  tide  came,  and 
rambled  about,  nobody  knew  where  or  why.  But 
when  she  had  kindled  the  fire,  and  smoke  began  to 
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rise  in  a  curling  blue  column  from  the  cabin  chim¬ 
ney,  and  she  had  gone  to  the  little  field  below  the 
house  to  milk  the  cow,  Red  John  sneaked  in  again 
and  sat  by  the  fire.  When  she  came  in,  he  was 
drinking  tea  from  a  tin  mug  and  eating  a  piece  of 
oaten  bread  that  crackled  when  he  chewed  it. 
While  she  was  preparing  the  Stranger’s  breakfast, 
she  could  see  him  picking  the  crumbs  from  the 
yellow  long  teeth  in  his  upper  jaw,  and  swallowing 
something  in  his  throat.  The  apple  in  his  throat, 
covered  with  greyish  red  hair,  protruded  and 
receded  over  the  ivory  button  at  the  neck  of  his 
blue  frieze  shirt.  She  would  pause  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor  passing  from  the  table  to  the  dresser,  and 
look  at  him  with  hatred.  The  ashy  colour  of  his 
cheeks  instead  of  arousing  pity  in  her  breast  almost 
made  her  sick  with  disgust.  She  called  the  Stran¬ 
ger  to  his  breakfast.  She  heard  his  answering 
grunt,  and  then  the  water  splashing  in  the  basin  as 
he  washed  his  face.  She  became  very  excited,  feel¬ 
ing  certain  that  something  definite  was  going  to 
happen  that  day.  Perhaps  it  was  the  spring  tide  in 
her  blood  too.  The  Stranger  came  into  the  kitchen, 
sleepily  murmured  “Good  morning”  to  both  of 
them,  went  to  the  door  yawning  and  looked  out. 
Then  he  sat  down  to  his  breakfast.  Red  John  was 
toying  with  one  of  his  teeth  that  was  loose,  moving 
it  from  side  to  side,  with  his  eyes  staring  vacantly 
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at  the  fire,  but  he  was  saying  to  himself  cunningly, 
“I’ll  spoil  their  little  pass-the-time-away.”  At  last, 
when  the  Stranger  had  finished  breakfast  and  was 
rising  from  the  table,  she  could  contain  herself  no 
longer.  She  turned  on  her  husband  furiously. 
“You  lazy,  idle  lout,”  she  said,  “why  don’t  you  go 
out  and  do  something?  Am  I  to  do  everything  in 
this  house?  Get  out  and  fill  the  water-tub  for  the 
cow  before  the  sun  splits  its  sides  and  the  lathes 
fall  off  it.  Get  out,  you  vagabond,  and  weed  your 
potatoes.” 

But  she  stopped,  shivering  and  miserable.  Red 
John  had  taken  no  notice.  He  was  still  toying 
with  his  tooth,  and  the  Stranger  had  gone  out 
shrugging  his  shoulders.  Then  Red  John  with  a 
foolish  laugh  got  up  and  followed  him.  He  leaned 
over  the  fence  watching  the  Stranger  going  west¬ 
wards  towards  the  shore.  Then  he  chuckled, 
and  taking  his  fishing  basket  and  his  line  he 
went  up  the  crags  to  the  Hill  of  Slaughter  to 
fish. 

The  Stranger  had  forgotten  about  them  when  he 
paused  at  the  stile  leading  from  the  end  of  the 
road  to  the  shore.  The  hot  sun  stood  high  in  the 
heavens.  The  tide  was  out  and  in  front  of  him  the 
broad-bladed  seaweed  growing  on  the  outer  stretch 
of  the  Jagged  Reef  glistened  in  the  sun.  With  his 
foot  on  the  stile  he  swelled  out  his  chest  and  drew 
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in  a  deep  breath.  Spring  had  put  flesh  on  his 
bones.  The  hollows  in  his  cheeks  had  filled.  They 
were  ruddy  with  health  after  the  manner  of  people 
living  in  Inverara.  His  eyes  were  clear  and  far- 
seeing.  His  full-grown  brown  beard  was  glossy 
and  smooth.  The  muscles  of  his  thigh,  as  his  foot 
rested  on  the  stile,  showed  big  through  his  clothes. 
He  looked  around  him  breathing  delightedly, 
revelling  in  his  good  health.  Then  he  threw  his 
arms  over  his  head,  uttered  a  low  cry  and  jumped 
the  stile  on  to  the  shore.  He  skipped  along  the 
crags  out  towards  the  sea.  He  didn’t  stop  until  he 
reached  the  wet  slippery  seaweed  on  the  Jagged 
Reef,  and  the  sea  swayed  blue  and  mysterious  at 
his  feet.  He  looked  down  into  it,  his  eyes  wonder¬ 
ing  with  a  child’s  wonder,  sleepily,  as  men  do  when 
they  are  healthy  and  their  minds  sleep.  Then  sud¬ 
denly,  sleepily,  he  began  to  think.  His  eyes  stood 
still.  His  body  relaxed,  and  he  let  one  foot  go  limp 
like  a  horse  resting.  He  felt  the  sun  beating  on 
every  muscle  of  his  body  through  his  clothes, 
warming  and  loosening  the  joints.  His  lungs  were 
full  of  the  invigorating  smell  of  the  sea,  that  itself 
was  a  mixture  of  many  smells,  seaweed,  salt,  and 
spices  perhaps  wafted  by  the  breeze  from  distant 
lands  where  the  sun  always  shone  as  in  summer  at 
Rooruck.  He  expanded  his  nostrils  to  drink  in  the 
scent  and  sat  down  on  a  high  saddle  of  rock  that 
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was  already  dried  by  the  sun.  He  thought  that  he 
had  been  transported  into  another  world  where 
sorrow  was  unknown,  where  the  brain  was  a  clear 
crystal  reflecting  the  absolute  beauty  of  nature, 
where  the  body  was  a  perfect  organism  impervious 
to  disease,  reacting  only  to  joy,  where  the  voice  was 
only  capable  of  song  and  laughter,  where  .  .  . 
And  then  just  as  suddenly  his  train  of  thought 
snapped  like  a  cord  that  is  pulled  too  taut.  His 
happiness  was  shattered  as  his  Black  Soul  began  to 
smile  scornfully  at  his  thoughts.  As  soon  as  he 
tried  to  abandon  himself  to  nature  his  cynical  intel¬ 
lect  jeered  at  him.  He  stared  at  the  sea,  listening  to 
its  languorous  deep  sounds  that  were  so  silent. 
“What  a  cursed  thing  is  intellect!”  he  groaned. 
He  put  his  head  between  his  hands  and  bit  the 
little  finger  of  his  right  hand.  Intellect  not  content 
with  the  present  must  peer  into  the  unfathomable 
future.  Not  content  with  enjoying  the  surface  of 
nature  or  the  beauty  of  a  woman,  it  must  look 
down  into  the  depths  beneath  the  fair  surface, 
probing  the  depths  with  futile  shafts  of  thought, 
discovering  nothing,  blinded  by  the  chaos  it  causes 
and  which  it  cannot  control. 

His  brain  became  hot  and  wearied  with  these 
thoughts.  Little  binding  red  lights  came  before 
his  closed  eyes.  His  body  twitched.  It  was  degrad¬ 
ing  to  be  feeble  and  neurasthenic  on  that  beach, 
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in  the  presence  of  that  cold  fierce  strength,  that 
enthralling  beauty !  He  clasped  his  hands  together 
and  said,  “I  must  do  something.”  Activity  would 
banish  thought. 

He  looked  down  into  a  round  pool  at  his  feet, 
that  was  half-filled  with  smooth  stones  and  grow¬ 
ing  seaweed.  He  set  himself  to  examine  the  forms 
of  life  that  grew  there,  as  if  he  were  a  natural-his¬ 
tory  student  on  an  outing  with  his  professor.  Lim¬ 
pets  clung  to  its  sides,  their  serrated  pale  grey 
shells  like  cones,  their  yellow  flat  faces  dimly  visible 
as  the  shells  rose  from  the  rock  now  and  again. 
Scores  of  little  fishes  scurried  hither  and  thither. 
They  would  stand  for  a  moment,  sniffing  and  wag¬ 
ging  their  tails.  Then  without  apparent  cause  they 
would  dart  under  a  plant  of  seaweed  with  only 
their  watching  snouts  visible.  Soft  blue  fatty 
lumps  grew  on  the  sides  of  the  pool  near  the  bot¬ 
tom  in  little  circular  cups  cut  into  the  rock.  Long 
threads  waved  from  their  mouths,  trying  to  catch 
food.  Then  a  crabfish  tumbled  along  slowly  from 
the  far  corner.  It  walked  sideways  and  stopped 
now  and  again  to  roll  its  eyes  around.  The 
Stranger  watched  it  half  asleep,  so  calm  had 
he  become  watching  nature.  Then  the  crab  dis¬ 
appeared  under  a  stone  and  he  began  to  think 
again. 

How  futile  life  was !  Here  was  he,  a  man,  with  a 
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brain  capable  of  wonderful  thought,  and  yet  he 
knew  nothing  definite  about  anything.  The  fishes 
and  those  soft  jellies  and  the  crab  clung  to  life  just 
as  eagerly.  Men,  crabs,  limpets,  jellies,  were  all 
the  same.  There  was  no  sense  or  purpose  in  any 
form  of  life  more  than  in  another.  All  life  was 
futile.  Cities  and  books  and  armies  and  religions 
were  of  as  little  importance  as  one  of  those  limpets 
that  heaved  wearily  trying  to  live.  They  were  of  as 
much  importance  as  the  tortuous  and  stupid  march 
of  the  crab  from  one  end  of  the  pool  to  the  other. 
They  were  searching  for  something  just  as  the 
crab  was.  “What  was  he  seeking,  I  wonder?”  he 
said  aloud.  Bending  down,  he  raised  the  stone 
under  which  the  crab  had  disappeared.  The  crab 
had  found  a  mate.  They  lay  in  a  ball.  They  never 
moved  when  he  touched  them  with  a  sprig  of  sea¬ 
weed.  They  were  in  a  love-swoon,  careless  of  their 
lives.  “So  that  is  love,”  he  said. 

Then  he  said  “Je-sus  Christ”  as  he  looked  back 
at  the  world  from  that  lonely  shore  at  Rooruck. 
Two  crabs  lost  in  a  love-swoon  made  him  look  at 
love  from  an  altogether  different  angle.  He  had 
often  argued  during  his  university  days,  when  he 
was  very  young  and  very  sure  of  himself,  that  love 
was  purely  sensual.  In  Irish  fashion  he  had  argued 
with  equal  conviction  at  other  times  that  it  was 
purely  spiritual,  and  at  other  times  that  it  was  a 
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combination  of  both.  Now  he  understood  that  his 
arguments  had  been  nonsensical,  “like  all  argu¬ 
ment.”  He  had  talked  like  everybody  else  who 
discusses  insoluble  questions,  just  to  hear  himself 
talk,  like  a  priest  explaining  a  mystery.  “Quite 
so,”  he  said,  “people  are  very  fond  of  explaining 
anything  they  themselves  cannot  understand.” 
He  felt  contemptuous  of  the  civilized  attitude 
towards  love.  “Conceit  and  hypocrisy!  Deify¬ 
ing  a  natural  form  of  life,  crucifying  men  on  its 
account,  making  laws  to  rob  it  of  impurities,  tak¬ 
ing  it  out  of  the  natural  scheme  of  things  and  mak¬ 
ing  it  moral  and  immoral,  giving  it  a  purpose,  as  if 
nature  had  a  purpose!  What  the  devil  is  there 
behind  the  embrace  of  those  crabs?  And  Little 
Mary?  Was  his  love  for  her  no  different,  or  her 
love  for  him?  Lascivious  Summer  answered,  ‘No.’ 
‘Love,’  said  Summer  seductively,  ‘is  but  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  life,  the  desire  to  keep  living,  to  make 
other  things  live  with  you,  to  protect  you  against, 
against,  against  .  .  ”  And  the  thought  faded 

away  into  emptiness  as  he  remembered  that  he  had 
heard  it  somewhere  a  very  long  time  ago,  and  that 
it  was  ridiculous  and  meaningless.  It  died  in  a 
singing  sound  that  wafted  itself  out  of  his  brain, 
away  over  the  sea.  It  ended  in  the  back-wash  of  a 
wave  that  was  flopping  back  into  the  sea  from  the 
edge  of  the  Reef.  He  felt  weak  and  helpless. 

x  8  x 


“Damn  women,”  he  said,  feeling  it  necessary  to 
blame  something  tangible  for  his  inability  to  reason 
things  out  to  a  conclusion. 

He  looked  down  again  at  the  crabs.  They  were 
locked  in  an  embrace.  The  sight  did  not  repel 
him.  They  looked  natural  there.  They  were  a 
part  of  nature.  “But  damn  it,  I  am  different,”  he 
said.  “But  how?  Now  tell  me  that,  how  am  I  dif¬ 
ferent?”  His  intellect  hungered  after  the  meaning 
of  things.  He  wanted  to  find  something  tremen¬ 
dous  and  binding,  whose  meaning  he  would  be 
afraid  to  question,  something  that  he  could  accept 
blindly  like  Catholics  accepted  the  Pope.  But  he 
had  nothing.  Religion  was  too  gross  and  puerile. 
Of  love  he  had  had  formerly  only  sickly  visions : 
and  love  was  based  on  self-deceit  and  fear  of 
reality.  And  of  his  life  in  Inverara  there  were  only 
memories  of  his  spring  lust.  Now  summer  made 
things  look  different.  Little  Mary  appeared  dif¬ 
ferent.  In  summer  one  had  time  to  examine 
critically.  He  pictured  all  her  defects,  the  pimple 
on  her  neck,  the  repulsive  softness  of  her  lips  as 
she  lay  in  his  arms,  the  stupid  look  in  her  eyes 
when  he  said  something  that  she  did  not  under¬ 
stand.  And  her  husband  Red  John!  Good  God, 
she  had  lain  with  him.  She  had  felt  his  tobacco- 
stained  lips  against  hers.  She  must  have  done  so 
since  he  was  her  husband.  It  was  like  loving 
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prostitute.  Faugh!  He  blew  out  his  breath  and 
jumped  to  his  feet. 

He  walked  down  to  the  brink  of  the  Reef,  grip¬ 
ping  the  seaweed  with  his  feet.  He  stood  on  the 
brink  looking  out  into  the  sea.  The  thought  of 
suicide  came  to  him  now  seriously,  as  the  result  of 
the  hopelessness  of  thought.  It  came  not  from  the 
brain  but  from  the  heart  that  could  not  find  any¬ 
thing  to  love  or  reverence.  It  permeated  his  whole 
body  without  touching  his  brain.  His  brain 
seemed  to  stand  aside,  indifferent.  Down  below 
him  the  sea  waited,  luring  him.  Behind  him  lay 
the  world  repelling  him.  It  appeared  to  be  full  of 
strange  shapes,  and  each  shape  was  trying  to  grasp 
him.  He  could  not  possibly  escape  from  those 
shapes  other  than  by  plunging  into  the  sea.  And 
yet  they  were  all  illusory.  That  was  the  worst  of  it. 
If  he  could  only  catch  them  and  argue  with  them 
he  would  have  no  fear.  But  they  were  monstrous 
and  intangible.  There  was  nothing  real  in  the 
cavern  of  his  experiences.  Life  had  been  a  night¬ 
mare.  Now,  presently,  when  he  disappeared  be¬ 
neath  the  waves,  he  would  awake  in  the  reality  of 
death. 

There  in  front  was  forgetfulness.  He  began  to 
bend  his  body  forward  from  the  hips  to  plunge,  but 
as  soon  as  he  tried  to  move,  his  brain  became 
active.  He  straightened  himself  again  and  his  toes 
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itched  with  fear.  “I  wonder  what  it  is  like?”  he 
said,  assuming  a  tragic  posture.  He  clasped  his 
hands  across  his  breast  and  looked  out  wildly.  His 
nostrils  dilated:  his  forehead  furrowed.  He  was 
seized  with  such  a  terror  of  the  sea  and  of  death 
that  he  could  not  even  scream.  The  sea  seemed  to 
draw  him  down  towards  its  bosom.  He  wanted  to 
fly,  but  he  was  numb  with  fright.  Then  his  anger 
swelled  against  it.  It  was  a  siren  trying  to  lure  him, 
an  accursed  siren  that  devoured  men  and  ships 
ravenously,  a  ravisher  that  sucked  into  its  lustful 
bowels  toothless  old  hags  and  beautiful  young 
women  indiscriminately,  a  mad  giant  that  devours 
its  own  offspring  the  earth.  The  eternal  motion  of 
it  awed  him.  He  wanted  to  strike  it.  But  where 
could  he  strike  it?  Where  was  its  heart?  Where 
its  bowels?  Where  its  head?  It  was  the  same  every¬ 
where.  It  resisted  nowhere  to  the  touch,  like  a 
vast  mass  of  protoplasm.  It  was  so  confident  of  its 
power  that  it  opened  every  pore  of  its  vast  face, 
and  ships,  rocks  and  whole  continents  could  sink 
into  it,  down  to  its  inmost  depths,  and  yet  it  moved 
on  sardonically.  It  always  moved.  It  moved.  It 
moved.  It  moved.  “Stop,”  he  cried  suddenly, 
“stop,  sea!”  He  had  stretched  out  his  hands,  but 
they  fell  back  again  by  his  sides,  as  the  sea  took  no 
notice  of  him.  And  he  felt  particles  of  the  salt  air 
clinging  to  the  insides  of  his  lips,  and  an  empty 
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feeling  at  the  roof  of  his  mouth,  caused  by  the 
hunger-inspiring  smell  of  the  sea. 

Hunger  drove  away  his  anger  and  his  desire  for 
death.  How  could  he  die  while  the  sea  moved  that 
way,  taking  no  notice  of  him?  There  was  nobody 
to  take  any  notice  of  him.  The  world  would  never 
hear  of  him.  Then  why  die  if  the  world  never 
heard  of  his  death?  It  would  be  no  revenge  on  the 
world.  It  would  be  different  if  he  shot  himself  with 
a  revolver  in  O’Connell  Street  in  Dublin.  But  even 
then  he  would  be  forgotten  in  a  week,  especially  in 
that  city  where  a  dog-fight  is  more  interesting  than 
a  score  of  suicides  or  murders.  Even  Little  Mary 
would  forget  him  and  embrace  the  next  man  she 
met  who  aroused  her  passion,  just  as  he  had  seen 
the  crabs  do.  Ah !  There  was  nothing  eternal  but 
the  sea.  “Ah,  beautiful  fierce  sea,”  he  cried  aloud, 
as  if  he  were  speaking  to  a  mistress,  “you  are  im¬ 
mortal.  You  have  real  life,  unchanging  life.”  And 
just  as  one  morning  in  Canada  when  he  had  seen 
the  reflection  of  a  vast  pine  forest  at  dawn  in  the 
eastern  sky,  he  had  stood  in  awe,  his  imagination 
staggered,  thinking  that  a  new  world  had  sud¬ 
denly  been  born  before  his  eyes,  so  now,  looking 
at  the  sea,  the  meaning  of  life  suddenly  flickered 
across  his  mind.  It  flashed  and  then  vanished, 
leaving  wonder  and  awe  behind  it. 

He  sat  down  looking  at  the  sea.  His  eyes  roamed 
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out  over  it,  from  the  hollows  beneath  him  by  the 
Jagged  Reef,  southwards  along  its  glistening  back 
beneath  the  Hill  of  Fate,  then  westwards  where  it 
grew  bluer  and  vaster  with  silvery  streaks  of  sun¬ 
light  on  it,  until  it  joined  the  pale  rim  of  the  sky. 
He  looked  back  again  to  his  feet.  He  could  see 
tiny  ridges  on  every  patch  of  water,  like  the  muscles 
on  the  body  of  a  giant,  who  was  doing  an  eternal 
task,  for  ever  without  purpose.  “Oh,  to  have 
strength  like  the  sea,”  he  thought.  “Just  to  go 
on  fearlessly  until  one  dropped.  To  be  ruthless. 
Damn  conscience,  honour,  everything!  Nothing 
is  worth  while  but  ruthless  strength.  Happiness  is 
for  the  strong.  I  wonder  did  anybody  ever  say 
that?”  And  he  jumped  to  his  feet. 

He  turned  his  back  to  the  sea  and  kicked  at  the 
seaweed  that  grew  at  his  feet  on  the  rock.  A  star¬ 
fish  skidded  from  his  foot  and  fell  on  its  back  on  a 
little  bunch  of  yellow  moss.  A  piece  of  periwinkle- 
shell  fell  on  top  of  it,  in  the  centre  where  its  four 
legs  joined.  It  looked  so  funny  and  helpless  that 
he  had  to  laugh.  It  was  like  a  compass  with  mil¬ 
lions  of  little  whitish  legs  sticking  from  its  surface. 
It  lay  still  for  a  moment  stunned  by  the  fall,  Then 
the  little  legs  began  to  bend  towards  the  piece  of 
periwinkle.  They  gripped  it.  Their  movement 
was  as  slow  and  calculated  as  that  of  hired  labourers 
working  in  a  State  factory.  Then  the  periwinkle 
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began  to  move.  The  little  legs  appeared  so  minute 
and  futile  that  the  periwinkle  seemed  to  crawl  of  its 
own  accord.  The  legs  like  ants  were  passing  it 
from  one  to  another.  Scores  of  them  united  to 
move  it  an  eighth  of  an  inch.  At  last  they  brought 
it  to  the  brink  of  a  leg,  and  a  hundred  or  so  gave 
it  a  final  push  over  the  side.  It  lay  still  immedi¬ 
ately  like  a  vast  rock  heaved  on  a  level  plain  by  a 
thousand  men.  Then  the  legs  lay  still  again. 
“Just  so  the  Egyptians  built  the  Pyramids,”  he 
mused.  “Shivering,  senseless  life!  Men,  starfish, 
crabs,  motion  without  purpose.  But  it  is  motion. 
Nothing  wants  to  die.  It  is  cowardly  to  want  to 
die.”  He  pushed  the  starfish  back  into  the  pool 
with  his  foot  and  walked  up  the  shore  elated  and 
gloomy.  For  the  life  of  him  now  he  could  not 
understand  why  he  wanted  to  die.  But  of  course 
his  scheme  of  values  had  been  all  wrong.  It  was 
clear  to  him  now  that  the  only  real  thing  in  the 
universe  was  life  itself,  the  act  of  living.  Nothing 
else  mattered.  No  particular  expression  of  life  was 
important  but  life  itself.  All  expressions  of  life 
were  transitional  and  ephemeral,  like  the  starfish 
fighting  the  periwinkle,  or  the  embrace  of  the  crab- 
fish,  or  the  building  of  the  Pyramids,  or  the  death 
of  Christ,  or  the  conquest  of  Gaul  by  Caesar.  The 
struggle  of  the  Greeks  against  the  Persians  at 
Marathon  was  of  no  more  importance  to  life  than 
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the  struggle  of  the  starfish  against  the  periwinkle. 
The  expression  of  life  was  important  only  to  the 
individual  since  .  .  .  “Oh,  that’s  all  rot,”  he  cried, 
snapping  his  fingers,  just  at  the  climax  of  his  chain 
of  reasoning.  “What’s  the  matter  with  me?  I  feel 
fit.  The  sun  shines.  Why  worry  about  the  world? 
Eh?  The  world  is  all  right.” 

He  began  to  swing  his  arms  as  he  reached  the 
sun-baked  flat  limestone  crags  above  the  wet  shore. 
He  struck  the  ground  fiercely  with  the  sole  of  his 
hard  rawhide  shoes.  It  was  a  pleasure  even  to 
tread  the  earth  in  his  exuberant  joy  at  having  con¬ 
quered  his  melancholy  and  being  satisfied  with  life 
again.  Then  he  thought  of  Little  Mary  and 
stopped  short.  “I  want  her,”  he  thought,  “but 
how  am  I  going  to  get  her?  There’s  Red  John.” 
A  snail  was  crawling  across  a  dried-up  shallow  pool 
in  the  crag  at  his  feet.  It  left  a  shiny  trail  on  the 
spongy  black  bladders  that  grew  on  the  black  mud 
at  the  bottom  of  the  pool.  He  smiled,  looking  at 
the  snail.  “Yes,  to  hell  with  the  yokel,”  he  said, 
walking  on.  “Why  should  I  let  a  miserable  pea¬ 
sant  stand  in  my  way?  A  strong  man  would  let 
nothing  stand  in  his  way.”  Yet  Red  John  still 
troubled  him.  He  remembered  now  having  seen 
Red  John  look  at  him  a  few  mornings  ago  with 
murder  in  his  eyes.  He  had  paid  no  heed  to  it  at 
the  time,  but  now  he  remembered  with  a  shudder 
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that  it  was  a  cunning  murderous  look,  the  look  of  a 
madman. 

He  was  still  worrying  about  that  look  when  he 
entered  the  cabin.  Little  Mary  was  sitting  on  a 
stool  within  the  door,  carding  wool.  A  little 
pile  of  carded  wool  lay  beside  her  on  a  mat.  Her 
hands  were  covered  with  grease,  scraping  the  wool 
between  the  cards.  The  sunshine  coming  in  the 
door  made  an  oblong  shadow  on  the  floor  across 
her  lap  and  her  bent  head.  Countless  little  par¬ 
ticles  of  matter  shone  like  a  fog  of  silver  dust 
through  the  shadow.  She  looked  up  dreamily  as 
he  entered,  and  dropped  her  cards. 

“Where  is  Red  John?”  he  said,  speaking  aloud  his 
thoughts  unintentionally. 

Little  Mary  flushed  and  jumped  to  her  feet. 
Wiping  her  hands  on  her  apron  she  moved  towards 
the  hearth  and  beckoned  to  him. 

“What  is  it?”  she  said  excitedly.  “Llave  you  seen 
him?  Has  anything  happened  to  him?” 

She  was  not  feeling  any  anxiety  about  Red  John, 
but  she  wanted  to  break  through  the  Stranger’s 
apathy. 

“Why,  what  on  earth  are  you  talking  about. 
Mary?”  he  said  anxiously,  seeing  the  look  of  fear 
in  her  eyes.  “I  just  asked  where  he  was  casually. 
Why,  what’s  troubling  you?”  and  he  put  his  arms 
about  her. 
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Little  Mary  shivered,  and  nestled  her  head 
against  his  breast.  “I  think  he’s  going  mad,”  she 
said,  entwining  her  hands  in  the  lapels  of  his  coat. 
“I’m  afraid  of  him.”  She  was  not  afraid  of  Red 
John  at  that  moment,  not  even  conscious  of  his 
existence,  although  she  was  speaking  of  him.  But 
she  was  afraid  that  her  lover  was  no  longer  hers,  so 
she  was  trying  this  scheme  to  win  him  back  again. 
“Rot,”  he  said,  “  he’s  all  right.  I  don’t  notice  any¬ 
thing  the  matter  with  him.  Eh?” 

“Oh,  do  take  me  away  with  you,”  she  said  gently, 
as  she  darted  her  head  backwards  and  looked  him 
in  the  eyes.  Her  eyes  caught  his  in  a  flash,  and 
then  they  looked  over  his  shoulders  as  if  she  were 
ashamed  of  having  spoken.  But  she  was  watching 
him  without  looking  at  him.  She  watched  him 
with  every  muscle  of  her  body  that  touched  his. 
She  pressed  against  him  seductively  to  arouse  him. 
And  in  the  languorous  silence  of  summer  about 
them,  the  beating  of  their  hearts  sounded  loud  as 
she  looked  across  his  shoulder  and  he  looked  over 
her  head  at  the  wall  beyond,  his  forehead  wrinkled. 
“Take  you  with  me?”  he  said  at  length.  “Eh? 
Where  could  I  take  you?  Good  Lord,  you  don’t 
know  what  you  are  talking  about!”  And  the 
thought  of  appearing  in  Dublin  with  a  peasant 
woman  made  him  shudder. 

“Yes,  do  take  me,”  she  said  again.  She  purred  like 
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a  cat.  She  looked  him  straight  in  the  eyes  now. 
Her  head  was  thrown  far  back  so  that  her  long 
lashes  almost  covered  her  eyes,  and  he  could  see 
the  insides  of  her  half-open  red  lips.  Then  she 
uttered  a  low  cry,  and  hugged  him  closely,  sweep¬ 
ing  her  hands  slowly  over  his  face  and  shoulders, 
and  pressing  her  cheek  against  his  neck.  “Ha, 
you  are  ashamed  of  me,”  she  whispered  in  his  ear, 
“you  think  I  am  not  good  enough  for  you.  But  I 
am  Sir  Henry  Blake’s  daughter,  do  you  hear?  And 
my  grandfather  was  -  oh,  don’t  hurt  me.” 

He  had  suddenly  held  her  from  him,  gripping 
her  shoulders  fiercely.  He  crushed  her  shoulders, 
looking  into  her  eyes  savagely.  “What  do  I  care 
whose  daughter  you  are?  You  think  it  matters  to 
me  who  you  are?  Do  you  think  I  am  a  man  like 
that?” 

She  did  not  reply.  They  stared  into  one  another’s 
faces  in  silence,  and  then  .  .  . 

Something  mysterious  happened  to  him.  It  was 
different  from  anything  that  had  ever  happened  to 
him  before.  In  fact,  he  had  never  even  imagined 
anything  like  it  before.  He  was  stupefied  by  it.  It 
permeated  his  whole  being.  It  was  as  if  a  sweet 
incense  were  poured  into  the  marrow  of  his  bones, 
mixed  with  rich  wine  that  intoxicated  instantane¬ 
ously.  There  was  the  result  of  intoxication  with¬ 
out  its  impurities.  There  was  no  heaviness  in  the 
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brain.  It  was  half-asleep  like  a  child’s  brain, 
watching  the  body  throbbing  and  exulting  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  the  mysterious  feeling  that  had  seized  it. 
And  that  feeling,  starting  nowhere  and  ending  no¬ 
where,  was  so  powerful  that  the  body  obeyed  it 
without  any  reference  to  the  brain. 

Slowly  they  sank  into  one  another’s  arms  until 
cheir  lips  met.  Just  before  his  lips  touched  hers, 
he  saw  her  upper  lip  arched  like  a  bridge,  with 
numberless  veins  running  crookedly  upwards 
through  the  red  skin.  Then  his  lips  met  hers,  and 
he  forgot  everything.  If  the  world  stopped  at  that 
moment  he  would  not  have  noticed  it.  He  could 
not  think  if  he  tried.  All  his  capacity  for  thought 
was  exhausted  by  the  intensity  of  his  feeling.  His 
life  seemed  to  have  met  her  life,  and  united  with  it 
in  the  embrace.  His  body  did  not  unite  with  hers 
but  his  life.  He  had  lost  his  individual  being. 
Time  lost  its  value.  The  past  and  the  future 
became  meaningless.  He  had  been  transported 
into  a  state  which  even  in  its  duration  he  could  not 
understand,  since  he  had  lost  the  power  of  thought. 
So  no  language  has  been  invented  to  describe  it, 
that  highest  point  in  life,  whence  all  life  might  be 
seen  naked  and  understood.  People  describe  the 
road  leading  up  to  it,  full  of  passion  and  worries 
and  craving,  and  the  road  leading  down  from  it, 
full  of  sourness  and  disillusionment.  But  only 
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god  could  describe  the  summit  itself.  The  great, 
mysterious,  beautiful  vision  of  love  in  its  entire 
purity,  that  vanishes  into  oblivion  before  the  arms 
have  even  tired  of  clasping  it. 

Slowly  their  lips  parted,  and  they  returned  sigh¬ 
ing  to  individual  consciousness.  Their  eyes  still 
met  longingly,  but  the  dream  had  passed.  They 
were  again  coming  down  the  slope.  He  staggered 
from  her  arms  to  a  stool  by  the  wall  and  sat  down, 
his  head  fallen  on  his  chest,  his  hands  hanging 
limply  by  his  sides. 

“O  God,”  he  muttered,  “it  is  the  first  time,  what 
is  it?”  And  he  smiled  stupidly. 

She  followed  him,  knelt  between  his  knees,  and 
laid  her  head  on  his  breast.  They  lay  that  way  for 
a  long  time,  until  Little  Mary  looked  up  into  his 
face  with  a  nervous  look  in  her  eyes.  “Will  you 
take  me  away  with  you?”  she  said.  “You  must. 
You  must.  Do  you  hear?”  She  encircled  his  waist 
with  her  hands,  and  pressed  with  all  her  strength. 
“I  am  your  slave,”  he  whispered,  “I  will  do  what 
you  like  .  .  .  anything.” 

“My  darling,”  she  said,  “kiss  me.  Oh,  I  am  so 
happy.” 

So  absorbed  were  the  two  of  them,  that  they  did 
not  notice  the  short  midday  shadow  of  a  man  cross¬ 
ing  the  square  of  sunlight  on  the  floor,  and  then 
halt,  stooping  at  a  corner  of  the  square.  It  was  Red 
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John  who  had  come  noiselessly,  for  in  summer  at 
Rooruck  there  are  no  noises  of  human  feet  but 
shadows.  He  stood  by  the  door,  his  left  shoulder 
leaning  against  the  wall,  his  left  foot  on  the  wooden 
threshold,  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand  gripping  his 
lower  lip  crosswise.  Then  he  laughed  and  they 
jumped  to  their  feet  terrified.  It  was  a  demoniac 
laugh  and  sounded  empty,  as  if  it  had  come  through 
an  endless  cavern,  and  were  going  farther.  With¬ 
out  saying  a  word  he  sat  by  the  fire  and  spat  into 
it.  Then  he  began  to  snap  the  joints  of  his  fingers 
furiously. 

The  Stranger’s  first  impulse  at  seeing  Red  John 
was  to  run  away,  and  he  obeyed  it.  He  seized  his 
hat  and  rushed  from  the  cabin. 

“Where  are  you  going,  your  dinner  will  be  ready 
in  a  minute?”  said  Little  Mary,  pretending  to  be 
totally  unaware  of  the  embarrassing  situation  in 
which  her  husband  had  found  them,  but  her  words 
passed  him  by  without  his  comprehending  them. 
He  walked  hurriedly  towards  the  cliffs,  with  the 
forlorn  image  of  Red  John  before  his  mind  snap¬ 
ping  his  fingers. 

“Poor  man,  poor  man,  I  have  done  him  a  grievous 
wrong.”  It  was  no  use  saying  nothing  mattered, 
as  his  reason  prompted.  His  reason  suggested 
closing  his  eyes  and  thinking  of  the  delirious  hap¬ 
piness  of  the  embrace  and  the  beauty  of  Little 
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Mary’s  face,  when  she  looked  at  him  with  love  in 
her  moist  eyes.  The  efforts  of  his  cold  reason  were 
washed  away  by  the  flood  of  remorse  that  engulfed 
him.  The  effort  merely  wearied  his  brain,  and 
dissolved  completely  the  happiness  that  he  had 
experienced  but  a  few  minutes  before.  Red  John, 
who  was  so  inconsequent  in  his  strength,  was  now 
in  his  weakness  and  misery  powerful.  The  vision 
of  him  sitting  by  the  fire  stricken,  as  it  seemed, 
brought  back  the  dull  heavy  feeling  in  his  forehead 
that  he  had  felt  in  winter.  And  he  was  afraid  of 
that  feeling.  “It  serves  me  right,”  he  groaned; 
“why,  oh  why,  did  I  surrender  to  love,  knowing 
beforehand  what  it  was?  Just  a  delusion.  In  my 
case  a  crime.  Oh!” 

Summer  purred  about  him  heedlessly.  He 
reached  the  cliffs  and  lay  down  flat  on  a  green  hil¬ 
lock.  A  grassy  plot  of  ground  sloped  down  to  the 
summit  of  the  Hill  of  Fate  in  front  of  him.  It 
ended  in  a  broken  fringe  of  slatey  earth,  and  then 
there  was  a  drop  of  two  hundred  feet.  A  short 
slippery  stretch  of  rabbit-eaten  grass  lay  between 
him  and  a  headlong  fall  into  the  sea  and  death. 
He  had  but  to  close  his  eyes  and  let  himself  slip, 
down  the  grassy  slope,  then  through  the  silent  air, 
and  he  would  sink  into  the  sea  and  forget  every¬ 
thing.  But  would  it  end  there?  .  .  . 

“Look  here,”  he  said  to  himself,  and  upright 
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ridges  appeared  in  his  forehead  as  he  frowned.  “I 
must  get  out  of  here.  Look  at  the  mess  I  am  in 
now.”  His  misfortunes  overpowered  him.  They 
towered  over  him.  It  was  as  if  millions  of  people 
surrounded  him,  yelling  at  him,  as  boys  yell  at  a 
confused  and  encircled  rabbit,  like  a  beautiful 
Magdalen  at  the  mercy  of  a  jury  of  ugly  respect¬ 
able  women.  He  was  afraid  both  of  life  and  of 
death.  He  wanted  some  way  of  escape  that  did  not 
mean  suffering  or  effort.  And  nature  that  scorned 
weakness  or  cowardice  presented  none.  She  asked 
none  herself,  coming  from  the  frozen  sleep  of 
winter  through  the  icy  grip  of  spring  to  the  lan¬ 
guorous  ease  of  summer.  And  then  his  weakness 
struck  him  in  its  entirety.  He  began  to  analyse  his 
difficulties  and  they  vanished.  “I  have  a  love  affair 
with  a  peasant’s  wife,”  he  laughed,  “and  I  make  a 
mountain  of  it.  I  am  a  great  big  fool,  a  strong 
healthy  idler,  wasting  my  time  and  .  .  .”  But  his 
heart  revolted  at  this  profanation  of  the  feeling 
towards  Little  Mary  which  he  felt  to  be  too  sacred 
for  mockery.  Ha!  It  went  deeper  than  reason. 
No  matter  how  deeply  he  tried  to  bury  it  under  a 
mound  of  jeers  and  arguments  and  abuse,  it  sang 
down  there  within  his  breast,  causing  his  being  to 
throb.  It  said,  “I  am  here.  You  can’t  deny  me.  I 
defy  your  brain.  I  am  nature.  I  am  beyond  your 
understanding.  You  must  submit  to  me,  or  you 
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perish.  Only  nature  that  begat  me  can  destroy 
me.”  And  jumping  to  his  feet  he  said,  “To  hell 
with  everything.  I  am  going  to  enjoy  myself.” 

That  evening  he  sat  with  Little  Mary  by  the 
hearth,  murmuring  soft  phrases,  stroking  her  hair, 
making  promises,  telling  her  how  beautiful  she 
was.  And  sometimes,  when  his  reason  sneered,  say¬ 
ing,  “You  can’t  mean  what  you  say.  It  is  a  lie,  a 
lie.  Love  is  a  profanity.  It  is  against  common 
sense,”  he  smothered  the  sneers  with  a  laugh.  Sit¬ 
ting  in  front  of  the  fire,  where  two  sods  of  turf 
smouldered  silently  in  their  yellow  ashes,  he  talked 
eloquently  of  their  future  together.  He  tried  by 
the  very  fury  of  his  words  to  overwhelm  his  Black 
Soul  that  sat  gloomily  within  him  saying,  “What 
a  fool  you  are.  It’s  all  a  lie.  You’ll  think  otherwise 
in  a  year’s  time,  to-morrow  perhaps.  How  are  you 
to  know  that  she  loves  you?  She  only  wants  to  use 
you  in  order  to  get  away  from  here.  She  is  making 
a  tool  of  you,  you  idiot.  All  women  are  base  and 
deceitful.”  He  fancied  he  could  see  his  Black  Soul 
smirking  through  a  fleshless  skull  in  a  cavern  of 
his  brain.  But  his  words  coming  from  his  heart 
talked  of  tearing  the  world  to  pieces  and  refashion¬ 
ing  it  beautifully  for  his  beloved,  as  beautiful  as 
the  surface  of  the  sea  in  summer,  with  sunbeams 
gleaming  on  it.  He  talked  looking  at  the  ashes,  his 
eyes  gleaming,  his  right  hand  gesticulating  with 
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the  fingers  outstretched  like  an  eagle’s  claws,  and 
his  left  hand  about  her  waist. 

With  her  head  leaning  on  his  shoulder  Little 
Mary  scarcely  heard  his  words.  The  sound  of 
them  wafted  her  into  her  own  dreams.  And  her 
dreams  were  of  the  children  of  her  love.  She  cared 
nothing  for  his  dreams  of  greatness,  but  as  the  set¬ 
ting  for  the  life  that  was  to  be,  the  real  life  of  love, 
a  child  from  her  womb,  the  living  expression  of  her 
love  for  him.  For  her  he  was  then  but  the  medium 
of  love.  Her  brain  knew  nothing  of  the  love  of 
civilization.  She  knew  but  the  love  of  nature,  that 
obeys  nothing  but  the  blind  instinct  to  fulfil  its 
function  and  shatter  the  tool  that  has  achieved  its 
purpose.  And  he  was  trying  to  compromise  be¬ 
tween  his  brain  that  desired  to  be  godlike,  and  his 
heart  that  talked  honeyed  words,  stolen  from  the 
god’s  brains,  to  entice  a  woman  in  the  net  of  his 
desire. 

In  the  days  that  followed  he  tried  to  find  that 
compromise  between  his  brains  and  his  heart,  that 
level  where  he  could  love  her  without  regret,  and 
he  could  not.  Each  day  merged  into  the  next 
languorously,  and  he  could  decide  nothing.  He 
swayed  like  the  pendulum  of  a  clock  from  love  to 
cynicism  and  from  cynicism  to  love.  When  Little 
Mary  begged  him  to  take  her  away  he  would  say, 
“Why  rush  at  things?  We  are  all  right  as  we  are 
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for  the  present.  Something  must  happen  shortly. 
I  will  fix  on  a  plan,  my  treasure.”  And  all  the  time 
he  knew  that  the  reason  that  he  did  not  take  her 
away  was  because  she  did  not  satisfy  his  reason. 
He  could  not  abandon  himself  to  her.  He  was 
perpetually  doubting  her.  He  would  say,  “Her 
loss  would  make  no  difference  to  me.  Therefore  I 
don’t  love  her.  And  she  would  never  understand 
me.”  And  yet  when  he  had  her  in  his  arms  he  for¬ 
got  everything  in  his  love  for  her.  That  strange 
feeling  of  humility  and  purity  would  overmaster 
him,  so  that  he  often  fell  down  at  her  feet  and 
wanted  to  worship  her.  But  as  soon  as  he  was 
alone  his  doubts  came  back  again,  so  that  he  was 
in  continual  torment.  For  days  at  a  stretch  he 
would  lapse  into  silence,  merely  staring  at  her 
coldly  when  she  spoke  to  him,  all  the  while  trying 
to  decide  what  to  do  with  her,  and  whether  he 
loved  her  or  not,  and  without  ever  being  able  to 
arrive  at  a  decision.  In  fact,  the  more  he  reasoned 
the  more  intricate  the  problem  became.  It  was 
beyond  the  power  of  reason. 

He  spent  most  of  those  days  on  the  pier,  at  the 
westward  end  of  Coillnamhan  harbour,  where  the 
boatmen  from  the  mainland  were  selling  turf.  The 
pier  was  crowded  every  day  by  peasants  buying 
turf  or  carting  it  home  or  just  loafing.  In  summer 
it  was  perhaps  the  most  beautiful  spot  in  Inverara, 
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by  the  harbour  that  ran  like  an  azure  streak  through 
the  grey  rocky  shores  to  the  white  sandy  beach, 
with  the  green  valley  of  Coillnamhan  beyond,  and 
beyond  that  the  grey  sun-scorched  crags  rising  in 
terraces  to  the  cliffs.  He  trudged  down  each  morn¬ 
ing  along  the  pier,  through  the  brown  turf  dust  to 
the  farthest  point.  There  he  sat  among  the  pea¬ 
sants  with  his  legs  dangling  over  the  wall,  listening 
to  the  conversation  and  watching  the  sea.  And  the 
time  flew.  At  one  moment  it  would  be  high  tide, 
with  the  sea  reaching  to  the  highest  step  of  the  iron 
ladders  that  ran  down  the  sides  of  the  pier  and 
licking  the  base  of  the  great  rock  that  lay  half-way 
up  the  beach  at  the  western  end.  The  next  mo¬ 
ment,  as  it  seemed,  it  would  be  low  tide,  and  the 
base  of  the  pier  was  dry,  and  one  could  see  the 
patch  of  pebbles  covered  with  yellow  moss  in  the 
centre  of  the  strand,  far  out.  And  yet  six  hours 
would  have  passed.  The  peasants  would  yarn  and 
say,  “Oh,  my  God,  is  it  that  time.”  Then  they 
would  lie  down  again  with  their  backs  against  a 
heap  of  turf  and  their  hats  over  their  eyes,  revelling 
in  luxurious  idleness  after  the  fierce  struggle  with 
spring.  Sometimes  they  would  look  at  the  Stran¬ 
ger  curiously  and  say,  “They  say  his  soul  has  been 
bought  by  the  devil.”  Another  would  say,  “Don’t 
talk  of  him.  They  say  he  casts  the  Evil  Eye.  Did 
you  notice  Red  John  lately?”  Yet  they  talked  to 

200 


The 


»  L  A  C  K  SOUl®a®5| 

him  with  that  peculiar  contemptuous  respect  that 
the  peasants  of  Inverara  have  for  strangers  whom 
they  do  not  understand  and  despise  inwardly 
because  they  are  different  from  themselves,  and 
are  not  known  to  possess  land.  “What  is  he,  after 
all?”  they  would  say  behind  his  back.  “Why,  I  tell 
you,  he  is  a  worthless  fellow.  His  father  was  a 
devourer  of  books  (the  peasants’  nickname  for  a 
schoolmaster),  and  he  himself,  they  say,  is  just  a 
useless  fellow.  Why,  he  can  neither  sow  nor  fish. 
By  the  Virgin,  what  queer  people  there  are  in  the 
world.  By  the  Book,  there  are.  There  now.” 

The  Stranger,  on  the  other  hand,  looked  upon 
the  peasants  with  the  interest  that  a  lazy  man  might 
take  in  the  horseplay  of  a  number  of  puppies.  On 
the  pier  he  was  at  rest,  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  lan¬ 
guorous  sound  of  everything  about  him,  for  in 
summer  there  is  nothing  so  languorous  as  the 
sound  of  other  people  working.  The  turf  boats 
came  in  in  the  morning,  sails  flapped,  blocks 
creaked,  anchor  chains  ran  out,  shaggy-breasted 
men  began  to  swear,  horses  galloped,  and  the  sea 
murmured  dreamily.  And  he  listened  to  these 
sounds  as  if  he  could  never  again  arouse  himself  to 
take  an  interest  in  life,  or  make  an  effort.  While 
he  was  on  the  pier  he  could  laugh  cynically  when 
he  thought  of  Little  Mary,  for  it  is  only  when  the 
mind  is  restless  and  dissatisfied  that  men  desire 
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love  that  is  more  than  mere  sexual  passion.  The 
sun  and  the  sea  and  the  unexciting  companionship 
of  the  men  about  him  murmured,  “Sleep,  rest, 
dream,  for  ever  and  for  ever.”  Even  O’Daly,  who 
came  down  to  the  pier  every  day,  did  not  arouse  in 
him  the  former  interest.  “He  is  a  boring  fellow,” 
he  would  think,  listening  to  O’Daly’s  interminable 
stories.  Several  times  he  went  home  with  O’Daly 
in  the  evening,  and  met  Kathleen,  and  even  she  did 
not  arouse  him.  She  was  like  a  stranger  to  him 
now,  and  he  wondered  what  he  had  seen  in  her 
before  to  make  him  desire  her.  “If  she  only  had 
Little  Mary’s  beauty,”  he  would  think,  as  he  sat 
talking  to  her,  “what  a  wonderful  woman  she 
would  be.”  And  because  he  was  indifferent  to  her, 
he  talked  freely  to  her.  But  strange  to  say  it  was 
when  he  was  with  her  that  he  felt  his  love  for 
Little  Mary  most.  And,  inspired  by  that  feeling, 
he  often  grew  enthusiastic  in  praise  of  fine  feelings 
and  a  high  standard  of  honour  and  clean  living, 
those  things  that  are  so  dear  to  the  hearts  of  all 
modern  Irish,  in  discussion.  For  since  no  single 
one  of  the  three  are  entirely  attainable,  they  are 
ideal  subjects  for  discussion.  So  absorbed  was  he 
in  the  contemplation  of  his  own  difficulties  and  his 
love,  which  however  he  would  not  admit  to  him¬ 
self,  that  he  never  noticed  Kathleen,  or  the  marked 
change  in  her  attitude  towards  him.  And  what  a 
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change !  Was  it  the  languor  of  summer  that  caused 
her  cheeks  to  flush  when  she  heard  his  step 
approaching?  What  caused  her  to  tremble  when 
she  touched  him  in  passing?  It  was  fear  of  herself, 
of  surrendering  to  the  passion  that  she  had  always 
repressed.  She  prayed  and  fasted,  trying  to  over¬ 
come  it,  that  iove  which  she  considered  impure 
because  it  was  for  another  being  than  God.  And 
except  for  the  slight  occasional  flush  and  the  trem¬ 
bling,  no  one  would  have  guessed  that  the  proud 
cold  face  concealed  such  furious  passions.  Least 
of  all  the  Stranger,  since  he  no  longer  took  any 
interest  in  her  as  a  woman. 

Then  one  evening  he  and  she  were  alone  in  the 
sitting-room  together.  She  sat  playing  her  violin 
in  the  niche  by  the  window.  A  blackbird  was  sing¬ 
ing  on  a  rose-bush  outside  as  if  his  throat  would 
burst.  He  sat  near  her  in  the  black  mood  that 
music  always  evoked  in  him,  listening  to  the  inter¬ 
mingling  of  the  blackbird’s  voice  with  that  of  the 
violin.  “How  impossible  it  is  to  be  happy,”  he 
mused.  “Music  only  makes  me  sad.  Beauty  hurts 
me.  Beauty  and  the  sunset.  Sadness  grins  like  an 
ape  grinning  at  the  futility  of  life.  And  yet  men 
find  joy  in  music.  I  must  indeed  be  mad.”  And 
covering  his  head  in  his  hands  he  sighed.  She 
stopped  playing.  She  sat  waiting  for  him  to  speak 
to  her.  At  that  moment  she  knew  that  she  could 
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not  resist  the  evening,  the  sweet  scent,  the  desire 
for  .  .  .  life.  But  he  made  no  movement.  He  was 
thinking  of  himself.  And  at  length  her  pride 
gained  the  mastery,  and  she  left  the  room,  banging 
the  door  behind  her.  The  noise  startled  him,  and 
he  sat  up.  Then  with  his  eyes  half-closed,  as  if  to 
hide  his  sadness,  he  went  out  by  the  window'. 
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§2 

WHEN  SUMMER  HAD  SOFTENED  THE  WILD 
beauty  of  Inverara,  so  that  neither  the 
calm  sea  stretching  about  its  shores,  nor  the 
breezes  sweeping  its  crags,  disturbed  the  peaceful 
silence  of  nature  by  their  clamour,  the  eye  turned 
by  day  to  the  majestic  sun,  that  stood  all  day  in 
the  cloudless  sky  and  by  night  to  the  stars,  that 
shone  forth  in  myriads,  vast  star  streams  with 
constellations  wheeling  slowly  over  the  night  sea. 
Inverara  was  no  longer  a  gaunt  rock,  whose  crude 
strength  made  the  mind  fierce.  It  was  a  platform 
from  which  the  beauty  of  the  heavens  was  visible. 
The  fathomless  blue  sky,  dotted  by  clouds  that 
looked  like  washed  wool  tossed  by  a  smooth 
wind,  seemed  so  near  that  men  kept  looking 
at  it  with  narrowed  eyes,  as  if  trying  to  se 
insects  moving  on  its  face.  The  island  seemet 
to  lie  in  the  sea  dreaming  of  the  vastness  of  the 
universe. 

But  the  silence  filled  Red  John  with  horror.  He 
had  no  longer  anything  to  distract  him.  The  crop 
that  he  had  sown  in  spring  had  withered  choked 
by  weeds.  He  often  looked  in  over  the  fence  into 
his  potato  gardens  and  laughed  emptily,  wonder¬ 
ing  what  had  possessed  him  to  spend  so  much 
labour  to  no  purpose.  Then  he  would  catch  up 
stones  from  the  fence  and  hurl  them  in  among  the 
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weeds,  saying  with  a  chuckle,  “Ha,  I’ll  settle  you.” 
He  found  great  satisfaction  in  being  mischievous. 
Everybody  and  everything  inspired  hatred  in  him. 
When  a  man  or  a  woman  passed  him  he  would 
stare  at  their  throats  and  long  to  draw  a  knife 
across  them.  And  his  right  hand  would  clench 
the  cloth  of  his  waistcoat  pocket.  He  often  spent 
hours  at  night  chasing  his  two  black  sheep,  until 
he  was  lathered  with  sweat,  his  eyes  blazing, 
furiously  desiring  to  kill  them.  But  when  they 
stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  crag  panting,  and 
each  trying  to  hide  her  head  under  the  other’s 
belly,  he  would  merely  claw  at  their  wool  mum¬ 
bling,  wondering  why  he  had  chased  them.  And 
all  the  while  he  was  unable  to  think.  And  yet  it 
was  impossible  for  him  not  to  try  to  think. 

Each  day  the  heat  of  the  sun  and  the  empty  vast¬ 
ness  of  the  blue  sky  urged  him  to  inconceivable 
tortures  of  aimless  thinking.  “What  is  this?”  he 
would  say,  looking  at  the  sky  and  holding  his  head 
between  his  hands,  with  the  knuckles  of  his  fingers 
white  with  the  pressure.  “What  is  it  at  all,  at  all? 
My  sweet  Virgin,  what  is  it?”  And  the  blue  sky 
eddied  towards  him  in  monotonous  blue  balls, 
advancing  first  slowly,  then  with  the  rapidity  of 
thought,  until  everything  became  a  blur  and  some¬ 
thing  commenced  to  sing  within  his  skull,  and  the 
soles  of  his  feet  itched.  He  would  then  sit  down 
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and  begin  to  tear  up  the  grass  and  count  the  blades 
aloud. 

He  shunned  all  grown-up  people,  but  he  would 
sit  among  the  children  and  play  with  them  at 
marbles  or  making  fences  with  mud,  chattering 
foolishly.  And  sometimes,  when  they  made  fun 
of  him,  he  would  grin  evilly  and  try  to  entice  them 
to  follow  him  away  from  the  village,  desiring  to  kill 
them.  That  was  the  only  persistent  desire,  to  kill 
somebody.  He  felt  that  desire  especially  at  night 
when  he  lay  awake,  breathing  heavily.  His  hands 
would  grasp  his  own  throat  and  crush  until  the 
gasping  of  his  lungs  filled  him  with  terror  and  he 
listened  anxiously  for  the  beating  of  his  heart. 
But  he  pulled  out  all  his  front  teeth  and  found 
great  pleasure  in  the  pain  it  caused.  Then  he  hid 
them  in  an  old  mug  in  his  barn. 

He  only  stayed  in  the  cabin  to  sleep  a  short  while 
at  night  and  to  eat  his  meals.  He  never  spoke  to 
either  his  wife  or  the  Stranger.  He  never  looked 
at  them.  But  he  twitched  spasmodically,  and  some¬ 
times  laughed  aloud  suddenly.  He  would  open 
his  mouth  and  utter  a  loud  peal  that  was  more  like 
a  yell  than  a  laugh,  and  then  shut  his  mouth  just  as 
suddenly,  with  a  despairing  look  in  his  eyes  as  if 
he  had  resigned  himself  to  a  terrible  death.  Both 
the  Stranger  and  Little  Mary  knew  now  that  he 
was  mad,  but  they  never  spoke  of  it.  It  made  each 
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of  them  miserable.  Each  pitied  Red  John,  and 
blamed  the  other  for  being  the  cause  of  his  illness. 
Little  Mary  often  had  fits  of  weeping  and  melan¬ 
choly,  when  she  wanted  to  drown  herself.  All  sorts 
of  fancies  oppressed  her.  Not  even  her  love 
offered  her  any  solace.  Instead  of  appealing  to  the 
Stranger  for  comfort  she  shrank  from  him.  Some¬ 
thing  seemed  to  have  arisen  between  them  that 
drove  them  apart.  It  was  as  if  the  languorous 
silence  of  nature  exposed  them  on  a  wild  desert, 
and  each  hated  the  other  for  being  the  cause  of 
the  exposure.  And  the  neighbours,  seeing  the 
state  of  affairs  in  the  cabin,  whispered  to  one  an¬ 
other  that  something  should  be  done  about  it. 
But  they  did  nothing  but  whisper,  for  in  summer 
at  Rooruck  nobody  does  anything  but  look  at  the 
vast  empty  sky  and  whisper  and  dream  about  vast 
things  that  are  unfathomable. 

The  Stranger  used  to  lie  in  his  bed  at  night 
smoking  and  think,  “Ah,  how  short-lived  is  happi¬ 
ness.  Now  everything  is  lost  again.  The  devil 
take  it.”  He  felt  sure  now  that  the  past  few  months 
had  been  a  heaven  of  delight,  untainted  by  the 
slightest  sorrow,  that  he  had  been  madly  in  love 
with  Little  Mary,  and  that  the  future  had  been 
pregnant  with  happiness.  Now  everything  was 
changed  and  he  blamed  Little  Mary  for  it.  “She 
has  driven  that  poor  man  mad,”  he  would  say  to 
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the  ceiling.  “She  is  driving  me  mad  too.  What  is 
going  to  be  the  end  of  it  ?  ”  And  he  would  wander 
off  cataloguing  all  the  most  dreadful  fates  that 
could  befall  the  three  of  them.  But  each  night, 
before  going  to  sleep,  he  would  determine,  with 
tears  at  the  back  of  his  eyes,  to  have  an  explana¬ 
tion  with  Little  Mary  the  following  morning,  to 
get  Red  John  to  see  a  doctor  and  to  go  away  to  the 
mainland  with  Little  Mary.  And  yet  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  somehow  it  was  impossible  to  speak.  There 
was  the  same  sleepiness  in  the  brain,  the  same  irri¬ 
tation  in  the  heart,  the  same  silent  downpouring 
of  heat  from  the  sun  without.  It  was  impossible  to 
do  anything  with  Little  Mary  fidgeting  about, 
breaking  a  cup  one  morning,  sweeping  the  dust 
from  the  floor  in  his  face  another  morning,  her 
face  wet  with  tears  another  morning.  And  Red 
John  always  sat  immovably  by  the  hearth,  twitch¬ 
ing  spasmodically  and  laughing  at  nothing. 

“Ah,  something  terrible  is  going  to  happen,”  the 
Stranger  would  say  as  he  left  the  cabin.  And  yet, 
before  he  had  gone  far,  he  would  sink  into  a  melan¬ 
choly  yet  comfortable  torpor,  where  even  the  most 
dreadful  prospect  did  not  terrify  him. 

He  no  longer  went  to  the  pier  at  Coillnamhan. 
He  wTas  ashamed  to  meet  the  tourists  who  now 
crowded  the  pier  and  the  beach  and  everywhere 
along  the  road  from  Kilmurrage  to  Rooruck. 
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Their  happy  laughter  (laughter  of  which  tourists 
and  priests  alone  are  capable),  their  gay  dress, 
made  him  shun  them.  So  he  said  they  were  vul¬ 
gar,  and  in  order  to  be  alone  he  went  along  the 
south  to  the  Yellow  Cliff,  midway  between  Roo- 
ruck  and  Kilmurrage.  It  was  the  most  deserted 
spot  in  Inverara  in  summer  and  the  most  beautiful 
because  of  its  majestic  solitude.  There  indeed  the 
silence  was  so  great,  and  the  emptiness  so  vast,  that 
one  might  dream  of  reading  the  meaning  of  the 
universe,  staring  at  the  sky  or  looking  down  along 
the  faces  of  the  sheer  cliffs  into  the  still  sea. 

At  the  summit  of  the  Yellow  Cliff  was  a  niche 
cut  by  nature  during  some  great  storm,  sons  be¬ 
fore,  into  the  crag  in  the  shape  of  a  chair  without 
any  legs.  They  called  it  Myles’s  chair,  after  a 
peasant  who  fell  down  from  it  into  the  sea  some 
hundred  years  before.  He  sat  on  that  chair  for 
hours  at  a  time  thinking,  without  moving  a  mus¬ 
cle.  The  perfect  solitude,  away  from  everything 
that  even  suggested  men  and  cities  and  civiliza¬ 
tion,  made  the  limbs  as  restful  as  the  walls  of  the 
cliff  itself.  Nobody  passed  there  excepting  a  soli¬ 
tary  peasant  woman  who  daily  tended  her  sheep 
on  the  crags,  and  she  merely  shaded  her  eyes  with 
her  hand  to  look  at  him  and  went  on  in  silence. 
The  cliff  stretched  down  from  his  feet  bulging  in 
the  middle  so  that  he  could  not  see  its  base.  A 
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circular  bay  stretched  eastwards,  locked  by  sheer 
cliffs,  and  the  cliffs  were  intersected  by  three  rows 
of  cavernous  slits,  where  rock-birds  and  seagulls 
lived  and  other  birds  with  long  red  beaks  whose 
names  he  did  not  know. 

Sitting  there  his  fears  only  made  him  happy.  A 
great  wave  of  delicious  sorrow  rose  up  within  his 
breast,  and  he  smiled  and  said:  “Ha,  it  is  worth 
while  to  be  alive  and  be  here.  Just  to  sit  here  for  a 
time  and  then  die.”  And,  inspired  by  his  sorrow 
with  a  creative  frenzy,  he  wanted  to  write  a  great 
poem  about  the  cliffs  and  the  sea.  He  felt  that  he 
knew  something  that  nobody  else  knew,  that  he 
was  scratching  at  the  door  behind  which  the  secret 
of  life  lay  hidden.  His  poem  would  be  about  that, 
not  about  the  secret,  but  about  the  scratching.  No¬ 
body  had  ever  even  scratched  before.  He  was 
assured  of  that  when  he  recalled  all  that  had  ever 
been  written  about  the  sea  or  nature  or  life.  It 
appeared  superficial  to  him.  “They  never  felt 
what  I  feel.  I  understand.  I  .  .  .  I  .  .  .  I.” 

But  then  what  did  he  understand?  Looking  at 
the  sea  trying  to  give  voice  to  what  he  understood 
he  found  that  he  knew  nothing.  There  was  a  pain 
in  his  heart  as  if  something  moved  within  him 
trying  to  come  out  and  yet  nothing  came  out.  It 
was  impossible  to  write  anything  about  the  sea. 
It  was  too  immense.  It  would  laugh  at  him.  He 
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could  hear  it  laugh.  And  then  he  would  cast  aside 
the  idea  of  writing  a  great  poem,  saying,  “Poetry 
is  all  very  well  for  those  who  do  not  know  the  sea 
and  nature.  For  those  like  myself,  who  know  the 
sea  and  nature,  poetry  is  trivial  nonsense.”  Shrink¬ 
ing  from  everything  that  oppressed  him,  the  world, 
Red  John  and  Little  Mary,  he  clung  to  nature, 
humbly,  as  if  appealing  to  it  for  protection.  He 
became  intimate  with  every  ledge  and  slit  and  boss 
and  weather-stain  on  the  cliffs,  with  every  wave 
on  the  bay,  with  every  rock  that  jutted  from  the 
water,  with  its  red  wet  mane  of  seaweed  floating 
around  it.  He  even  felt  kinship  with  the  fishes 
prowling  in  the  depths.  He  believed  in  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  the  mermaids  and  elfs  and  sea-horses  with 
golden  manes  who  were  said  to  live  in  the  caverns 
at  the  base  of  the  cliffs,  where  the  waves  sounded 
at  high  tide  like  cargo  shifting  in  the  bowels  of  a 
ship  during  a  storm.  The  tide  coming  in  and 
going  out  was  a  living  thing  to  him.  He  felt  that 
he  was  a  component  part  of  this  complex  life,  that 
he  could  rest  in  peace,  that  he  was  free  from  care 
and  danger  and  sorrow,  that  even  death  could  not 
touch  him. 

But  when  he  left  the  stone  chair  and  the  shadows 
of  evening  were  falling,  reality  pressed  in  on  him 
as  blinding  and  heavy  as  a  dark  night  on  a  man 
lost  in  a  forest.  He  met  groups  of  girls  walking 
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along  the  cliff-tops  flirting  with  the  young  men 
who  were  out  fishing  in  their  boats,  calling  to  the 
girls  and  singing  love  songs  at  the  tops  of  their 
voices,  full  of  the  joy  of  summer  and  of  life.  And 
he  passed  along,  gloomily  conscious  that  the  only 
laughter  of  which  he  was  capable  was  the  harsh 
laughter  of  sorrow.  A  shapeless  cloud  gathered 
around  his  mind,  and  he  became  again  conscious 
of  the  cabin  and  Little  Mary  and  Red  John  who 
was  mad.  It  seemed  so  insoluble  and  dry  and 
parching  that  problem  that  lay  before  him  in  the 
cabin.  There  were  three  lives  so  intricately  bound 
together  that  there  was  no  conceivable  way  of 
arranging  things.  And  the  fear  that  something 
dreadful  was  going  to  happen  grew  more  vivid 
every  evening.  As  he  came  within  earshot  of  the 
cabin  he  always  expected  to  hear  the  sound  of  wild 
weeping.  And  when  he  entered  the  dim  kitchen 
and  heard  nothing  in  the  silence  he  wished  that 
he  could  blow  it  up  with  dynamite  and  finish  the 
torture.  It  was  terrible,  waiting  for  he  knew  not 
what. 

Then  one  evening,  as  he  was  coming  along  the 
cliffs  wrapped  in  melancholy,  he  suddenly  came 
upon  Kathleen  O’Daly,  just  at  the  foot  of  the 
slope,  where  the  Hill  of  Fate  dropped  to  the  shore 
at  Rooruck.  She  was  sitting  on  a  rock,  reading  a 
book,  while  her  father  lay  on  his  belly  some  hun- 
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dreds  of  yards  to  the  west  just  at  the  western  angle 
of  the  island,  shooting  cormorants.  She  sat  up 
when  she  heard  his  rawhide  shoes  swishing  along 
the  short  slippery  grass  coming  down  the  slope. 
“Hallo,”  she  said.  He  stopped  dead  and  saw  her. 
She  was  the  last  person  on  earth  that  he  wanted  to 
meet  just  then,  when  he  felt  sure  that  everybody 
could  read  in  his  face  the  sordid  and  disgraceful 
story  of  his  life  in  the  cabin.  But  looking  into  her 
face  for  a  fleeting  moment  as  he  replied  to  her 
salutation  he  saw  an  expression  in  it  that  made  him 
forget  the  cabin  in  a  still  greater  horror.  Her 
cheeks  were  flushed.  The  muscles  of  her  neck, 
her  whole  body,  in  fact,  trembled  slightly.  And 
her  eyes  stared  steadily,  softly  into  his  without 
wavering.  She  wanted  him.  It  flashed  on  his 
mind  that  she  did,  and  for  a  moment  he  began  to 
wonder  what  had  he  done  to  her  to  make  her  look 
at  him  like  that.  A  violent  repulsion  seized  him. 
He  looked  around  as  if  seeking  some  means  of 
escape,  and  he  saw  her  father  lying  out  on  the 
extremity  of  the  rock.  He  started  perceptibly. 
“Sit  down,”  she  said  slowly.  He  sat  down,  won¬ 
dering  what  had  come  over  her,  or  whether  she 
was  really  Kathleen  O’Daly,  or  whether  he  was 
suffering  from  a  delusion.  Surely  she  would  not 
.  .  .  He  looked  at  her  as  if  to  reassure  himself. 
And  just  then  O’Daly  fired  at  a  cormorant.  They 


both  started  and  stared  westwards  at  the  little 
column  of  smoke  that  was  rising  vertically  on  the 
still  air.  They  kept  looking  at  it  in  silence  until 
it  vanished.  Another  five  minutes  and  more  they 
sat  without  speaking.  Then  Kathleen  suddenly 
flung  her  book  on  the  ground  and  stamped  on  it. 
“Oh,  go  away,”  she  said,  without  looking  at  him. 

He  walked  away  in  silence  with  his  hands  behind 
his  back.  “Now  everybody  has  deserted  me,”  he 
mumbled.  “Now  I’m  alone.  Good  God,  have  I 
a  friend  nowhere!  Nobody  wants  me  for  myself, 
but  to  satisfy  curiosity  or  passion  or  something. 
I  am  accursed.”  A  cold  breeze  was  blowing  from 
the  sea,  bearing  with  it  the  smell  of  wet  seaweed. 
It  seemed  to  him  to  be  like  the  smell  of  the  balm 
that  Egyptians  rubbed  into  dead  bodies,  although 
he  was  totally  ignorant  of  what  that  smell  was. 
But  death  seemed  to  be  in  the  air,  stalking  in 
front  of  him.  He  could  smell  it  and  feel  it  and 
fear  it,  but  he  could  not  see  it.  A  horrible  feeling 
of  being  utterly  alone  and  deserted  on  the  eve  of  a 
great  danger  grew  intensely  until  it  numbed  his 
desire  to  live  and  he  felt  very  weak.  The  sun  was 
setting,  and  he  sat  on  a  hillock  just  above  the  vil¬ 
lage  to  watch  it.  The  sun  had  begun  to  sink  into 
the  sea  to  the  west.  He  could  look  into  its  red  face 
without  blinking.  Then  across  the  sea  towards 
Inverara  the  sun  shadow  swept  in  a  silvery  streak. 
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It  touched  land  and  became  red  for  a  moment, 
then  blue  as  it  reached  the  tilled  fields,  then  end¬ 
ing  on  the  crags  in  a  blaze  of  light  that  was  all 
the  colours  of  the  rainbow.  Then,  as  if  the  sun 
made  a  last  dying  struggle  to  keep  back  the  ap¬ 
proaching  night,  a  flood  of  light  poured  out  from 
it,  carried  on  myriads  of  bright  shafts,  like  the 
bristles  of  a  hedgehog.  The  whole  of  Inverara 
and  of  the  sea,  and  the  flanks  of  the  mountains 
on  the  mainland  gleamed  for  a  minute  in  the 
staggering  light,  and  then  slowly  dimmed  again  as 
the  light  crept  away  westwards  towards  the  sink¬ 
ing  sun,  and  the  shadows  of  night  pursued  them 
and  the  sun  sank  lower  and  lower.  The  air  became 
cooler.  The  wind  began  to  make  dark  ripples  on 
the  sea.  Stars  tottered  out.  Then  the  sun  dis¬ 
appeared. 

And  looking  at  the  point  where  it  disappeared,  he 
shuddered  and  thought  that  somebody  who  had 
been  sick  for  a  long  time  within  his  breast  had 
died. 


2  1 6 


AUTUMN 


«. Autumn 


§  i 

They  were  opening  the  bowels  of  inverara. 

The  potato  stalks,  once  green  flower-decked 
and  beautiful,  were  withered.  They  crackled  as 
the  women  tore  them  from  the  ridges.  The  men 
rooted  up  the  earth  avariciously  with  their  spades 
to  gather  the  fruit  that  had  matured  in  its  womb 
during  the  heat  of  summer.  Rain-bleached  pota¬ 
toes  lay  in  rows  on  the  flattened  ridges.  There 
were  only  bristles  left  in  the  rye-fields.  Inverara 
was  being  stripped  naked. 

The  horses,  carrying  home  the  crops,  no  longer 
galloped  as  they  did  in  spring.  They  moved 
slowly  with  downcast  heads,  their  baskets  creaking 
on  the  canvas  of  their  straddles.  There  was  a 
melancholy  silence  in  Inverara,  broken  only  by 
the  bleak  whine  of  the  autumn  wind,  chanting 
the  death  song  of  the  year.  Cattle  were  driven 
southwards  each  day  from  the  parched  plains  to 
the  long  hill  grass  in  the  valley  between  the  crags. 
The  flowers  were  dead.  And  the  blackberries  had 
ripened,  the  enchanted  fruit  that  were  eaten  by  the 
black  devils  that  rode  on  the  storm  of  winter. 
Inverara  was  like  an  old  man  groaning  with  his 
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years  and  talking  of  death.  Rain  fell  each  day, 
drowning  summer.  The  air  was  damp,  and  heavy 
mists  hung  by  day  and  by  night  over  the  ridge  of 
Coillnamhan.  Sometimes  the  mists  shut  out  the 
sea,  and  only  its  sad  murmur  could  be  heard,  com¬ 
ing  through  the  fog  like  the  wheezing  of  an  old 
man  sick  with  pleurisy.  The  shore  at  Rooruck 
was  strewn  with  offal,  rotting  timber,  torn  sea¬ 
weed,  heads  of  dogfishes,  worthless  refuse  after 
the  joyous  debauch  of  summer.  The  broad  grey 
crag  of  Rooruck  shone  sombrely,  washed  by  the 
ceaseless  rain  mist.  And  water  gushed  from  the 
crevices  in  the  faces  of  the  cliffs,  falling  with  sad 
sounds  in  zigzag  courses  down  the  cliffs  to  the 
sea,  as  though  autumn  were  washing  Inverara. 
The  sun  shone  dimly  through  the  dun  clouds  on 
Rooruck,  dimly  as  if  it  perpetually  frowned. 
Hosts  of  shadows  continually  flitted  along  the 
Jagged  Reef  southwards  towards  the  cliffs,  like 
spirits  shielding  something  that  fled.  The  men 
working  in  the  harvest  fields  often  stood  erect, 
caressing  their  sore  backs  and  cursing  the  lag¬ 
gard  sun,  for  work  that  was  joyous  in  spring 
was  now  painful  and  the  time  dragged  slowly, 
like  a  dying  man’s  breath.  For  time  is  a  measure 
of  pain. 

Suddenly  through  the  autumn  fog  a  noise  came 
to  Red  John’s  ears.  It  came  to  him  in  the  early 
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morning.  He  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  waiting  for 
Little  Mary  to  come  in  from  the  cow  with  the 
milk.  The  flood  tide  had  just  made.  There  was  a 
fever  in  the  air.  The  sea  was  fermenting.  The 
noise  buzzed  in  his  ears  and  he  got  up  and  left  the 
cabin.  It  was  as  if  somebody  had  uttered  a  com¬ 
mand  and  he  had  to  obey  it.  He  walked  swiftly 
without  thinking,  quite  calmly,  down  to  the  shore, 
just  south  of  the  Jagged  Reef.  He  threw  out  his 
right  hand  in  front  of  his  face  as  he  walked,  with 
the  fingers  extended  and  making  signs  at  some 
invisible  thing  in  the  air.  His  red  and  white  gums 
were  bared  in  a  grin.  He  was  amused  because  he 
had  suddenly  felt  that  he  must  wash  his  feet  in 
the  sea  and  that  if  he  did  not  do  so  he  would  die 
before  night.  He  sat  by  a  pool  of  sea-water  and 
washed  his  feet  in  it  without  taking  off  his  shoes 
and  stockings.  Then  he  walked  back  again  to 
the  cabin  calmly  as  if  he  had  just  done  a  daily 
task. 

The  cabin  was  still  empty.  The  Stranger  slept. 
Little  Mary  was  at  the  cow.  He  sat  by  the  fire 
and  tried  to  sink  back  into  his  usual  idiot’s  dreams. 
But  he  could  not.  Again  the  buzzing  came  into 
his  ears  and  then  a  pain  shot  across  from  his  ears 
to  his  eyes,  so  that  he  had  to  jump  to  his  feet  with 
his  eyes  closed  and  stagger  around  the  floor,  claw¬ 
ing  the  air  with  his  hands  like  a  man  suddenly 
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stricken  with  blindness.  Then  he  opened  his  eyes 
and  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  them.  And 
the  buzzing  had  stopped.  But  his  head  was  very 
heavy  and  the  backs  of  his  calves  were  perspiring 
with  weakness.  He  began  to  take  off  his  clothes 
as  if  to  relieve  his  body  of  their  weight.  There 
was,  too,  a  peculiar  irritation  all  over  his  skin.  But 
he  had  ceased  thinking.  His  head  was  too  heavy 
for  thought. 

It  was  not  until  he  had  stripped  himself  naked 
that  he  began  again  to  think.  He  shut  his  mouth 
with  a  snap  and  his  whole  body  went  stiff.  Then 
something  began  to  gurgle,  going  down  from  his 
throat  to  his  bowels.  “Ohe,  ohe,”  he  muttered, 
laughing.  “Oh,  Red  John,  the  son  of  Stephen, 
what  are  you  doing  now?”  Looking  down  at  him¬ 
self,  he  saw  the  bones  sticking  through  his  hips 
like  spear-points  and  his  thighs  as  narrow  as  a 
consumptive’s  wrists,  and  he  shuddered.  His  body 
suddenly  appeared  to  him  to  be  shrinking  and 
falling  to  pieces.  He  kept  drawing  in  his  breath, 
trying  to  keep  it  together  until  he  almost  burst. 
And  when  he  allowed  his  breath  to  rush  out  again 
he  began  to  tremble  violently  so  that  he  kept 
jumping  from  leg  to  leg  as  if  the  floor  were  hot. 
Visions  now  began  to  crowd  his  brain  pell-mell, 
in  chaotic  disorder,  until  at  last  he  seized  his  head 
between  his  hands  and  crushed  it,  trying  to  keep 
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his  brain  steady.  He  held  his  breath  too.  Grad¬ 
ually  the  whirling  within  his  skull  ceased  and  he 
became  conscious  of  a  desire  that  grew  greater  and 
greater,  until  he  had  to  say  aloud,  “I’ll  kill  the 
Stranger.”  Then  he  was  calm  again.  At  least  he 
thought  so  himself,  but  his  arms  and  his  legs 
below  the  knees  were  totally  beyond  his  control 
and  kept  jerking  and  twitching  as  if  they  had 
separate  lives  and  were  engaged  on  some  mys¬ 
terious  occupation  of  their  own.  But  his  mind  was 
calm,  determined  to  kill  the  Stranger.  He  stood 
with  his  back  to  the  wall  behind  the  door  of  the 
Stranger’s  room  waiting  until  he  should  come  out. 
But  soon  the  silence  and  the  tension  of  waiting 
drove  the  thought  of  killing  the  Stranger  out  of 
his  brain  and  he  wanted  to  run  away.  But  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  run.  He  had  lost  the  use  of 
his  limbs.  He  was  seized  with  terror.  He  thought 
that  he  was  hiding  from  the  Stranger,  that  the 
Stranger  was  mad  and  was  looking  for  him  with  a 
gun.  He  tried  to  stretch  out  his  right  foot  in  an 
effort  to  get  to  his  clothes,  but  the  foot  did  not 
move.  It  would  not  obey  his  will.  Even  his  face 
was  creased  in  a  foolish  grin  in  spite  of  the  terror 
in  his  brain.  And  the  sweat  that  stood  in  swelling 
drops  on  his  forehead  looked  white  against  the 
ashy  greyness  of  his  skin.  He  began  to  knock 
the  back  of  his  head  against  the  wall,  keeping  time 
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with  the  alarum  clock  that  ticked  on  the  dresser 
beside  him. 

The  Stranger  had  arisen  and  was  putting  on  his 
boots  when  he  heard  the  knocking.  He  went  to 
the  door  hurriedly  and  shouted:  “Why  don’t  you 
stop  that  noise?  Who  is  making  that  noise,  I  say?” 
Red  John  heard  and  tried  to  stop  his  head  from 
banging  against  the  wall,  but  could  not  do  so. 
His  head  too  was  beyond  his  control.  The  Stran¬ 
ger  dashed  out  of  his  room  in  a  fury  and  had  just 
begun  to  shout  abuse  when  he  saw  Red  John 
standing  naked  by  the  wall.  He  stood  with  wide- 
open  mouth  and  staring  eyes.  His  face  got  cold 
and  then  turned  white.  His  nostrils  distended. 
He  stared  into  Red  John’s  eyes  and  Red  John 
stared  into  his. 

He  was  not  afraid  of  physical  hurt  from  Red 
John.  He  was  not  startled  by  seeing  him  standing 
naked  against  the  wall.  It  was  not  that  made  him 
horror-stricken.  It  was  a  sudden  thought  that 
flashed  across  his  brain  when  he  looked  into  Red 
John’s  insane  eyes.  It  was  the  thought  that  there 
was  a  kinship  between  his  own  soul  and  that  of 
Red  John,  that  he  himself  was  mad  like  Red  John. 
It  was  like  seeing  a  photograph  of  himself  taken 
during  a  nightmare.  Now  the  terrors  and  excite¬ 
ments  of  the  past  years,  since  the  night  in  France 
when  the  shells  falling  about  his  ears  filled  his 
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head  with  red  demons,  gathered  together  with  a 
lightning  rush  and  formed  into  a  word  that  he 
read,  horrified,  “Insanity.”  “I  am  insane,”  he 
muttered.  And  he  was  seized  with  a  frenzy  that 
made  him  stiffen  against  the  grinning  idiot  oppo¬ 
site  him,  who  had  torn  this  devilish  secret  from 
his  breast.  He  raised  his  hands  and  hissed,  about 
to  grasp  Red  John  by  the  throat. 

Then  Red  John  yelled  and  tore  his  jaws  wide 
open  to  the  utmost  with  his  two  hands,  as  if  trying 
to  vomit  his  fear  in  the  intensity  of  the  yell.  He 
drew  up  his  right  leg  to  his  buttock  and  struck 
at  the  wall  with  its  sole.  “Go  away,”  he  screamed, 
clawing  the  air,  “go  away;  you  are  going  to  kill 
me.  Help  me  help  me!  he’s  going  to  kill  me!” 
He  yelled  again  and  was  seized  with  a  convulsive 
fit  of  trembling.  His  body  hopped  against  the 
wall  as  if  it  were  on  springs.  The  Stranger  re¬ 
covered  himself  at  the  yell.  His  brain  cleared  and 
he  drew  a  deep  sigh  of  relief.  His  heart  throbbed 
loudly;  he  had  stood  on  the  brink  of  a  vast  abyss 
staggering,  and  had  only  just  by  accident  been 
hurled  back  to  sanity,  by  a  madman’s  yell.  An¬ 
other  moment  and  he  had  been  tearing  at  Red 
John’s  throat,  a  madman. 

Choking  with  the  horror  of  his  situation  he  ran 
out  into  the  yard  to  draw  breath.  He  stood  for 
fully  half  a  minute  in  the  yard,  breathing  in  gasps. 
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Then  again  he  remembered  Red  John.  He  must 
get  help.  “Help,  help!”  he  shouted.  “Red  John 
is  mad.”  He  listened.  A  peasant  thrust  out  his 
head  from  the  door  of  a  cabin  to  the  right.  The 
Stranger  looking  at  him  dazedly  noticed  that 
his  beard  was  the  same  colour  exactly  as  his 
own. 

“Ohe,”  cried  the  peasant.  “What  is  it?” 

“Red  John  is  mad,”  shouted  the  Stranger  as  if 
he  were  repeating  a  formula,  thinking  that  a  dark 
beard  would  suit  him  better.  The  peasant  crossed 
himself  and  disappeared.  The  Stranger  kept  on 
shouting  “Help !  Red  John  is  mad,”  until  he  com¬ 
pletely  forgot  all  about  Red  John  and  help  and 
the  peasants  and  everything.  He  was  staring  at 
the  ground  with  a  fixed  stare  wondering  whether 
primitive  men  had  beards,  or  what  was  the  origin 
of  the  beard,  since  it  did  not  seem  to  serve  any 
purpose  and  was  dangerous  in  battle.  Wrapt  in 
his  meditation,  he  walked  into  the  kitchen,  but 
stopped  with  a  scream,  as  the  tongs  flew  past  him 
within  an  inch  of  his  jaw  and  rattled  against  the 
open  door.  He  fell  to  the  ground  in  terror.  Red 
John  flew  out  over  his  body  carrying  his  clothes  in 
his  hands.  He  looked  up  to  see  Red  John  vault¬ 
ing  naked  over  the  fence  of  the  yard  on  to  the 
road.  There  was  a  black  patch  of  dirt  on  his  left 
shoulder  and  his  backbone  stood  out  clear  under 
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his  skin  as  his  body  bent  in  jumping.  Then  he  dis¬ 
appeared  around  the  corner  running  southwards 
towards  the  crags. 

The  peasants,  men,  women  and  children,  rushed 
to  the  cabin.  The  Stranger  stood  at  the  door 
babbling  disconnectedly,  describing  to  each  as 
he  came  up  how  Red  John  stood  by  the  wall, 
threw  the  tongs  and  ran  out.  Then  when  the  first 
excitement  wore  off  he  began  to  notice  the  silence 
of  the  peasants.  They  stood  about  saying  nothing, 
looking  at  him  as  if  they  suspected  him  of  being 
the  cause  of  Red  John’s  madness.  So  it  seemed 
to  him,  though  nothing  of  the  kind  was  in  the 
minds  of  the  peasants.  They  were  silent  and  open- 
mouthed  merely  because  they  were  trying  to 
realize  what  had  happened  and  endeavouring  to 
derive  as  much  satisfaction  as  possible  from  the 
excitement.  Their  crude,  undeveloped  intelli¬ 
gence,  unable  to  understand  that  one  of  themselves 
had  lost  his  reason,  surrendered  itself  to  enjoy¬ 
ment  and  fear,  like  women  listening  to  a  tale 
about  pirates  or  malignant  ghosts.  And  he,  unable 
to  understand  that  their  silence  was  born  of  stupid¬ 
ity,  thought  they  were  accusing  him  and  became 
afraid  of  them.  Their  very  number  awed  him. 
He  could  have  fawned  on  them  for  sympathy. 
And  his  mind  was  vexed,  for  even  then  his  Black 
Soul  seemed  to  stand  apart,  scoffing  at  him  for  his 
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lack  of  courage,  his  lack  of  being  able  to  stand 
alone.  His  Black  Soul,  like  a  dying  aristocrat, 
beset  by  revolutionaries  whom  he  had  oppressed, 
fumed  scornfully,  desiring  to  maintain  his  pride 
to  the  last.  His  heart  wanted  to  move  up  close  to 
the  simple  peasants  and  gape  with  them  in  horror 
at  the  unknown,  to  babble  with  them  and  gesti¬ 
culate  and  be  vulgar.  He  felt  there  was  a  wonder¬ 
ful  comfort  in  being  vulgar,  in  jumping  off  the 
pedestal  of  cold  aristocratic  intellectuality  and 
plastering  himself  with  the  mud  and  dirt  of  the 
loud-mouthed  mass.  And  he  jumped  down.  A 
loose-limbed  man,  with  far-seeing  and  tender  blue 
eyes,  stood  beside  him.  They  called  him  Big 
Dick.  He  turned  to  him  and  said: 

“What  are  we  to  do?  Hadn’t  we  better  go  after 
him?” 

The  peasant  spat  and  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
“What  is,  is,”  he  said,  “and  must  be.” 

“Aye,”  said  another,  crossing  himself,  “there  is  a 
cure  in  death,  so  there  is.” 

For  madness  to  them  was  a  sacred  thing,  a 
mysterious  manifestation  of  the  power  of  the 
ancient  gods  long  forgotten,  but  who  still  roamed 
the  air  and  the  sea  malevolently  playing  with  the 
people  who  had  forsaken  them  for  the  mighty 
promises  of  the  Christian  heaven. 

“Let  what’s  to  be  done  be  done,”  cried  Big  Dick; 
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“get  yourselves  ready.”  And  they  all  went  away 
to  their  cabins. 

The  Stranger  went  into  the  cabin  and  sat  by  the 
fire  wringing  his  hands.  He  thought  this  was  the 
end  of  everything.  He  wanted  to  hide  somewhere 
where  no  one  could  find  him.  He  was  stripped 
now  of  everything,  of  even  the  self-respect  that 
his  Black  Soul  had  still  kept  glimmering  within 
him.  Now  he  had  even  lost  his  Black  Soul.  He 
was  defeated.  He  had  even  lost  the  power  of 
despising  himself.  And  then  through  his  stupor 
came  the  noise  of  women  shouting  outside.  For 
a  moment  he  listened  carelessly,  thinking  that  the 
mob  were  coming  to  lynch  him  for  having  driven 
Red  John  mad.  “Let  them  come,”  he  muttered, 
“it  is  the  end.” 

But  then  a  woman  shrieked  in  a  shrill  voice, 
“Little  Mary,  you  whore,  it  was  you  drove  him 
mad.  Let  us  tear  her  eyes  out,  the  evil  one.” 

He  jumped  up,  just  as  Little  Mary  dashed  into 
the  kitchen.  She  staggered  against  the  door  ex¬ 
hausted  as  if  she  had  run  a  long  way  from  death. 
Her  light  shawl  thrown  over  her  shoulders  was 
torn  at  the  edge  where  somebody  had  grasped  it. 
Yet  looking  at  her  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  had 
never  seen  anything  so  beautiful  as  her  eyes  that 
looked  at  him  startled  and  beseeching. 

“Mary,”  he  gasped  and  opened  his  arms. 
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“Protect  me,”  she  cried  and  staggered  to  him, 
dropping  the  can  she  held  in  her  hand.  It  fell  on 
its  side  and  the  milk  from  it  streamed  along  the 
earthen  floor  under  their  feet  as  they  embraced. 
And  as  soon  as  he  felt  his  arms  about  her  he  lost 
all  fear.  The  problem  of  life  became  suddenly 
simplified.  She  had  made  a  demand  of  him  that 
had  caused  some  new  cell  in  his  brain  to  come  to 
life.  It  gave  him  a  wonderfully  clean  sensation, 
the  desire  to  protect  her. 

Then  the  women  appeared  at  the  door  pushing 
one  another  and  threatening.  He  rushed  at  them 
with  a  yell  and  they  fled.  Then  he  came  back  to 
Little  Mary  and  began  to  console  her.  She  sobbed 
without  tears  in  his  arms.  They  both  at  last  felt 
the  calmness  of  love  without  its  passion,  the  soli¬ 
darity  of  love.  The  last  barrier  was  broken  down 
between  them,  the  barrier  of  his  intellectual  pride. 
He  was  in  need  of  somebody  on  whom  to  lean  for 
support.  She  needed  some  one  to  protect  her. 
They  leaned  one  against  the  other.  And  they 
looked  into  one  another’s  eyes,  they  pledged  their 
lives  together  in  silence.  They  had  found  the 
enduring  love  of  mutual  necessity. 

They  left  the  cabin  together  to  join  in  the  search 
for  Red  John.  The  whole  village  had  gathered  for 
it,  but  even  then  they  were  still  arguing  as  to 
whether  a  man  should  be  sent  for  the  police 
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not.  Then  at  last  Big  Dick  ordered  a  man  to  go  to 
Kilmurrage  for  the  police  and  they  started  off  for 
the  beach.  The  people  set  off  after  him,  saying, 
“In  the  name  of  God  let  us  go,”  all  in  as  great  an 
excitement  as  if  they  were  setting  out  on  a  cam¬ 
paign  against  a  desperate  enemy.  They  advanced 
in  a  long  straggling  line  to  the  shore  with  the 
women  coming  behind.  They  talked  in  whispers 
and  walked  as  slowly  as  possible,  stopping  now 
tnd  again  to  look  about  them  carefully,  their  faces 
set  in  a  stare  of  respectful  sympathy,  but  their 
eyes  gleamed  with  suppressed  pleasure  and  with 
intense  fear  and  dread  when  anything  stirred  on 
the  crags  or  a  bird  shrieked  suddenly  over  their 
heads. 

When  they  reached  the  shore  they  halted  for 
another  consultation.  Several  men  spoke  at  the 
same  time  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  but  nothing 
came  of  the  talk.  They  seemed  in  fact  to  be  debat¬ 
ing  plans  for  the  mere  purpose  of  dragging  the 
affair  out  to  the  greatest  possible  length.  Then 
three  boys  who  had  gone  on  ahead  down  to  the 
rocky  beach  beneath  the  Hill  of  Fate  came-  run¬ 
ning  back  screaming,  “We  saw  him,  we  saw  him.” 
They  had  seen  Red  John  clothed  in  his  shirt  and 
his  rawhide  shoes  going  along  the  boulders  to¬ 
wards  the  Hill  of  Fate.  “Ha!”  they  cried,  “he’s 
making  for  the  caves.”  But  nobody  moved.  They 
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began  to  talk  again  and  gesticulate.  They  were 
incapable  of  taking  any  action  in  face  of  the  pheno¬ 
menon  they  did  not  understand.  Any  one  of 
them  would  have  risked  his  life  in  the  wildest 
storm.  Yet  now  they  were  stricken  with  fear  of 
Red  John,  whom  the  day  before  they  despised  as  a 
weakling.  Just  as  if  some  ancient  tradition  for¬ 
bade  them  to  interfere  with  a  fellow-man  who  had 
become  suddenly  possessed  of  a  strange  and 
magical  spirit.  Then,  still  talking,  they  moved 
along  to  the  juncture  of  the  shore  and  the  Hill  of 
Fate.  The  shore,  strewn  with  small  boulders, 
stretched  to  the  west.  To  the  east  the  Hill  of  Fate 
began  to  rise  gradually  in  massive  layers  of  rock 
and  slate.  It  ran  southwards  for  about  fifty  yards, 
and  then  curved  sharply  eastwards,  shooting  up 
to  a  majestic  summit  beyond  the  curve.  At  the 
curve  the  sea  lapped  its  base,  but  there  was  a 
passage  eastwards  across  its  face,  about  fifty  feet 
above  the  sea  level.  Huge  boulders,  some  of  them 
five  hundred  tons  weight,  lay  in  a  chaotic  mass  west¬ 
wards  of  the  curve  in  the  angle  of  the  cliff.  They 
formed  immense  and  tangled  caverns,  and  the  sea, 
running  in  on  the  flat  cracked  rock  on  which  they 
rested,  roared  dismally  in  the  dark  caverns  even 
on  a  calm  day. 

Red  John  had  disappeared  among  these  caverns, 
and  the  peasants  stood  facing  them,  listening  to 
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the  savage  murmuring  of  the  sea  among  them, 
like  the  barbaric  welcome  of  a  horde  of  pythons 
to  a  returned  fellow.  The  Stranger  now  came  up 
with  Little  Mary.  He  had  followed  the  crowd, 
drawn  by  the  same  force  that  was  outside  of  him¬ 
self,  some  instinct  that  forced  him  to  join  the  herd 
in  pursuit  of  a  lost  one.  He  had  followed  it  me¬ 
chanically,  only  half  conscious  of  what  was  hap¬ 
pening,  not  daring  to  think  of  what  was  going  to 
happen  to  himself  and  to  Little  Mary.  And  Little 
Mary  walking  beside  him  followed  him  without 
thinking,  in  perfect  confidence  that  ail  would  be 
well  with  her  as  long  as  he  was  there  to  protect 
her.  It  was  as  if  they  were  rushing  headlong  to 
the  summit  of  a  ridge  unable  to  stop  themselves, 
ignorant  of  what  lay  beyond,  whether  a  deep 
chasm  leading  to  death  or  a  level  plain  to  safety. 

And  then  when  he  reached  the  crowd  and  saw 
them  standing  chattering  stupidly  he  underwent 
another  change,  like  a  man  who  has  been  a  long 
time  cooped  up  in  a  jail  and  is  let  loose  on  a  moun¬ 
tain-side  where  the  clean  wind  is  blowing  among 
heather  and  across  dark  lakes  and  through  rocky 
passes,  filling  the  heart  with  courage  and  the  limbs 
with  energy  and  the  mind  with  daring.  He  came 
up  close  to  them  and  looked  at  them.  In  their 
excitement  and  fear  their  ape  likeness  was  appar¬ 
ent.  He  lost  all  fear  of  them.  Their  mouths  were 
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open,  as  if  their  weak  minds  had  fled  through 
their  mouths  in  awe  of  the  unexplainable.  Their 
strong  bodies  were  like  crippled  machines  without 
a  motive  power.  They  were  like  wild  beasts  in  a 
cage.  “Ha!”  he  thought,  “I  am  superior  to  them. 
I  have  a  brain.”  And  for  the  first  time  in  his  life 
he  understood  the  real  value  of  his  intellect.  And 
immediately  he  took  command  without  speaking. 
He  just  moved  forward  and  they  looked  at  him 
without  speaking,  as  if  they  had  been  waiting  all 
that  time  for  him  to  come  and  give  them  orders. 
He  felt  a  delicious  thrill  at  having  men  suddenly 
look  to  him  for  guidance,  to  him,  a  wreck.  The 
feeling  of  having  power  over  his  fellows  seemed 
to  expand  him  to  twice  his  size. 

He  beckoned  to  them  to  follow  him  with  a  wave 
of  his  hand,  as  he  moved  forward  towards  the 
boulders.  He  was  not  conscious  of  any  emotion 
but  elation  at  having  these  men  follow  him  at  his 
command.  The  power  to  make  them  move  at  his 
bidding  shut  out  the  consciousness  of  everything, 
of  Red  John,  of  his  own  position,  even  of  Little 
Mary  waiting  behind,  waiting  in  dull  submission 
for  whatever  fate  and  her  lover  pleased  to  do  for 
her. 

The  tide  was  coming  in.  The  waves  simmered 
around  the  bases  of  the  boulders  in  the  black  pools 
that  countless  tides  had  worn  into  the  rock.  And 
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along  the  wide  ragged  reef  that  dipped  into  the 
deep  sea  afar  out,  advancing  and  retreating  waves 
in  confused  echelons  flitted  endlessly,  their  white 
manes  looking  grey  through  the  rain  mist  that 
fell  slantwise,  westwards  on  the  breeze.  The 
breeze  was  hardly  audible.  The  sky  was  covered 
with  black  clouds  banked  in  headlong  confusion, 
so  closely  that  the  mist  seemed  to  be  perspiration 
oozing  from  their  crushed  bodies.  There  was  no 
sound  but  the  dreary  mumbling  of  the  sea  among 
the  boulders,  the  slow  fall  of  the  breakers  on  the 
Jagged  Reef  to  the  south-west  and  the  hoarse 
cackling  of  a  flock  of  seagulls  who  had  discovered 
the  carcase  of  a  sheep  floating  in  a  mat  of  seaweed 
away  out  to  the  south. 

They  went  in  among  the  boulders  crawling  on 
their  hands  and  feet.  They  shouted  to  give  them¬ 
selves  courage.  The  cliff  towered  above  them 
now,  rising  sheerer  and  higher  as  they  approached 
the  curve.  The  black  layer  of  slate  in  the  cliff  face 
shot  out  through  the  mist,  like  a  vast  cincture 
around  its  loins.  The  Stranger  kept  in  the  lead 
until  they  reached  the  base  of  the  cliff.  Still  there 
was  no  sign  of  Red  John.  “Search  the  caverns,” 
shouted  the  Stranger.  “Yes,  search  them  you,” 
everybody  cried  to  his  neighbours,  but  nobody 
moved.  All  feared  to  go  down  into  the  dark 
abysses  on  that  bleak  misty  day,  with  a  madman 
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prowling  in  their  depths.  The  huge  masses  of 
limestone,  blackened  by  the  mist,  their  sides 
covered  with  limpets,  looked  like  living  monsters 
sprawling  on  top  of  one  another,  slimy  monsters 
that  had  been  born  thousands  of  years  before.  The 
peasants  began  to  shout  and  babble,  but  they  did 
not  descend. 

Then  somebody  shouted,  “There  he  is.  Look 
out!”  Red  John  had  sprung  up  in  front  of  them 
just  by  the  curve  in  the  cliff.  He  was  running 
along  the  ledge  that  led  eastwards.  As  he  was 
about  to  turn  out  of  sight  he  halted  and  looked 
back  over  his  shoulder.  His  grey  flannel  shirt  was 
torn  at  the  back  so  that  his  spine  and  thighs  were 
bare.  One  of  his  feet  was  clad  in  a  rawhide  shoe. 
The  rest  of  him  was  naked  except  for  the  strip  of 
shirt.  There  was  a  bloody  gash  on  his  left  thigh 
above  the  knee.  In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  knife. 
He  waved  the  knife  and  his  face  contorted.  “Ha- 
a-a-aw!”  he  yelled.  Then  he  turned  his  head  and 
stooped  to  pass  eastwards  on  the  narrow  ledge. 
The  sea  lay  about  a  hundred  feet  beneath  him. 
The  ledge  was  about  eight  inches  wide  at  the 
curve.  And  the  belly  of  the  cliff  swelled  out  al¬ 
most  over  it.  But  he  ran  along  it  carelessly  and 
disappeared.  “He  is  going  to  drown  himself,” 
whispered  the  peasants.  They  gaped  and  crossed 
themselves.  The  women  in  the  rear  began  to  weep 
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aloud.  Red  John’s  uncle’s  wife  threw  herself  flat 
on  a  boulder  with  her  shawl  over  her  head  and 
began  to  chant  the  death  dirge.  The  men  stood 
in  silence  looking  at  the  Stranger.  Little  Mary  sat 
on  a  boulder  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
“He  is  going  to  drown  himself.’’  The  Stranger, 
watching  the  spot  where  Red  John  had  disap¬ 
peared,  heard  the  sentence  repeated  again  and 
again,  and  it  seemed  that  each  repetition  was  a 
blow  struck  at  the  elation  he  had  just  experienced, 
of  commanding  men.  That  Red  John  was  going 
to  kill  himself  struck  into  his  consciousness  like  a 
heinous  sin  remembered  after  an  opium  dream. 
If  Red  John  killed  himself  it  was  because  of  .  .  . 
“I’d  be  a  murderer,”  he  thought.  And  the  thought 
shot  him  forward  towards  the  curve  before  he  had 
time  to  judge  the  reason  of  his  action.  “Where 
are  you  going?”  yelled  the  peasants.  “You  will 
get  killed  as  sure  as  Christ  was  crucified,”  roared 
another  in  his  ear,  as  if  he  were  a  mile  away  in 
a  storm.  The  Stranger  brushed  him  aside  and 
advanced. 

He  saw  in  front  of  him  the  narrow  ledge  of  grey 
limestone,  shining  with  moisture,  as  slippery  as  a 
glass  floor.  A  fossil  stuck  up  from  a  boss  on  the 
ledge  just  at  the  curve.  It  showed  yellowishly 
through  the  mist.  And  above,  the  cliff  towered 
with  such  tremendous  strength  that  without 
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touching  it  he  felt  its  contact,  thrusting  him  out¬ 
wards.  And  he  looked  from  it  to  the  sea,  that 
murmured  fiercely  beneath;  he  could  see  lines  of 
white  foam  through  the  mist  crawling  about  like 
snakes.  For  a  moment  the  horror  of  the  danger 
that  lay  in  front  of  him,  crossing  that  ledge,  al¬ 
most  petrified  him,  just  as  that  little  yellowish 
figure  on  the  ledge  had  been  petrified.  He  shud¬ 
dered.  But  his  mind  was  firmly  set  on  going 
across  the  ledge.  He  did  not  know  why  he  was 
going  across.  As  he  took  off  his  shoes  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  Red  John  was  a  very  miserable  fellow, 
utterly  worthless,  that  his  death  was  a  matter  of 
absolutely  no  importance  to  the  world,  and  that 
he  himself  in  cold  reason  was  in  no  palpable  way 
responsible  for  that  death.  Then  why  go  across 
that  ledge,  to  almost  certain  death,  in  a  foolish 
attempt  to  save  an  idiotic  yokel  who  was  better 
dead  than  alive? 

As  he  put  his  trousers  inside  his  socks  lest  the 
ends  might  catch  in  a  spur  of  the  cliff  he  recalled 
the  obvious  fact  that  even  if  he  were  responsible 
for  Red  John’s  death  and  even  if  Red  John  were  a 
genius  and  of  importance  to  society,  his  death 
would  be  of  no  consequence,  since  nothing  in  the 
universe  mattered  but  life  itself,  purposeless 
motion.  It  was  perfectly  futile  to  save  life.  It 
would  not  even  be  saving  life.  One  might  as  well 

2  38 


The 


]c©d!il[]c^D  black  soul 

talk  of  saving  death.  Death  was  just  as  positive, 
more  positive  in  fact,  than  life.  Ha!  But  then 
death  in  each  case  was  just  as  positive.  It  was  as 
positive  in  his  own  case  as  in  the  case  of  Red  John. 
Ah!  but  why  seek  it?  Why  seek  anything?  What 
was  the  use  of  any  effort? 

He  finished  arranging  his  trousers  and  stood  up, 
looking  in  front  of  him  at  the  ledge.  Then  through 
the  intricate  maze  of  his  reasoning  his  mind  again 
grasped  in  horror  the  reality  of  his  position.  He 
cast  a  fleeting  glance  at  the  peasants  behind  and 
he  saw  only  the  figure  of  Little  Mary  huddled  on 
the  boulder  afraid  to  look  up,  dumb  and  spell¬ 
bound  with  the  accumulation  of  horror,  until  even 
the  news  that  her  lover  was  going  to  cross  the 
ledge  only  touched  her  brain  as  a  needle  pricks  a 
limb  that  is  frozen.  In  the  moment  that  his  eyes 
swept  back  to  her  and  then  forward  to  the  ledge, 
he  took  in  every  single  detail  of  her  figure,  as  if 
his  brain  were  lashed  by  terror  to  a  speed  equal  to 
that  of  light.  She  was  leaning  on  her  right  hand 
against  a  boulder.  Her  dark  hair  strayed  down 
over  her  left  cheek  that  was  towards  him.  He 
could  see  by  the  straining  of  her  white  bare  throat 
that  her  eyes  were  shut.  And  her  body  was  in¬ 
distinct  under  the  outline  of  her  heavy  cashmere 
shawl,  as  if  she  had  crumbled  up  struck  by  sorrow. 
His  love  for  her  made  him  so  dizzy  that  he  was 
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unable  to  obey  the  impulse  to  fly  back  to  her  until 
it  had  passed,  exhausted  by  its  own  force,  and  he 
was  reasoning  again. 

He  moved  a  step  forward,  gripping  the  slippery 
rock  carefully  with  his  toes.  Going  back  would 
mean  losing  his  self-respect.  There  was  no  reason 
for  going  ahead,  but  to  go  back  would  mean  a 
return  to  his  rudderless  floating  in  a  sea  of  ridi¬ 
culous  theories  about  life.  Instinct  urged  him 
forward.  Why?  It  was  neither  because  of  hon¬ 
our,  morals,  principles,  religion,  or  sense  of  duty. 
It  was  merely  instinct  that  said,  “Go  ahead  and 
you  will  feel  clean.  Go  back  and  you  will  have 
to  keep  arguing  all  your  life  in  order  to  prove 
that  you  are  not  dirty.’’  He  took  three  steps  in 
rapid  succession  and  then  swayed  slightly  as  his 
right  foot  skidded  three  inches  and  he  grasped 
the  face  of  the  cliff  with  both  hands.  His  heart 
began  to  beat  audibly,  although  his  breath  was 
coming  regularly.  Still  he  moved  forward  to¬ 
wards  the  curve. 

The  ledge  grew  narrower.  He  could  no  longer 
put  forward  his  left  leg  that  was  nearest  to  the 
cliff.  He  had  to  grip  the  cliff  and  shuffle  forward 
with  his  right  leg  in  front.  His  spine  seemed  to 
be  melting.  He  was  afraid  to  look  down  at  the 
sea.  He  shut  his  eyes  and  stood  still.  Suddenly 
the  thought  struck  him  that  Red  John  was  waiting 
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around  the  curve  with  a  knife  to  kill  him,  even 
if  he  succeeded  in  escaping  the  fall  to  death.  Be¬ 
fore  his  closed  eyes  the  knife  appeared  menacing 
and  he  was  unable  to  escape.  He  opened  his  eyes 
to  see  whether  it  really  was  there  and  he  saw 
nothing  but  the  protruding  belt  of  slate,  swelling 
like  a  black  ulcer  from  the  cliff  in  front  of  him. 
Fear  ate  at  his  bowels,  giving  him  the  feeling  that 
he  had  not  eaten  for  a  week.  “I  had  better  turn 
back,”  he  muttered  aloud.  But  he  made  no  at¬ 
tempt  to  move  backwards.  In  fact  he  leaned 
jauntily  against  the  cliff  and  took  out  his  hand¬ 
kerchief  to  wipe  his  forehead,  as  if  he  were  quite 
at  his  ease.  And  as  he  wiped  his  forehead  he 
thought  that  there  was  no  chance  whatever  of 
saving  Red  John  and  that  he  was  bound  to  go  back 
to  Little  Mary,  as  a  point  of  honour.  But  just 
then  he  heard  a  peasant  shout,  “Ah,  God  of  the 
thousand  battles,  what  a  brave  man!”  “Yes,  I  am 
a  brave  man,”  he  murmured,  crumbling  the  hand¬ 
kerchief  in  a  ball.  He  grasped  the  cliff  again  to 
move  forward. 

Stupefied  with  fear  he  lurched  around  the  curve 
carelessly  in  three  strides,  that  made  the  cliff  and 
the  sea  turn  a  somersault  three  times  before  his 
eyes.  He  scraped  his  left  ankle  to  the  bone.  He 
gashed  his  left  temple.  As  he  was  drawing  his 
right  leg  up  after  the  third  stride,  it  tripped  over 
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a  boss  of  the  rock  and  he  hurtled  forward  stum¬ 
bling  along  the  brink  of  the  cliff  between  the  earth 
and  sea  like  a  willow  rod  blown  by  a  sudden  squall. 
And  then  as  if  by  magic  he  righted  himself  and 
walked  calmly  on  to  a  broad  plateau,  that  stretched 
eastwards,  a  triangular  notch  cut  midway  into  the 
cliff.  “Safe,”  he  sighed  breathlessly. 

He  sat  down  on  the  plateau  exhausted  and  con¬ 
tent  at  having  performed  a  feat  of  such  daring. 
But  in  a  moment  he  remembered  Red  John  and 
he  jumped  to  his  feet  again.  He  had  come  to  save 
Red  John.  He  looked  about  him.  Red  John  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen.  “I  hope  he  is  dead,”  he 
murmured.  Voices  reached  him  from  the  summit 
of  the  cliff  overhead.  Peasants  had  run  up  the 
slope  from  the  shore  and  were  now  gesticulating 
above  the  plateau,  pointing  to  three  large  boulders 
that  leaned  against  the  cliff  at  the  eastern  edge  of 
the  plateau,  just  where  the  plateau  sank  into  the 
cliff.  “Ha!”  he  muttered,  “there’s  where  he  is 
waiting  for  me  with  his  knife.”  Pie  wanted  to 
raise  his  hands  and  ask  them  to  take  him  away. 
But  he  was  ashamed  to  do  so  in  spite  of  his  fear. 
They  looked  upon  him  as  a  brave  man.  He  must 
keep  up  the  pretence.  “What  difference  does  it 
make  if  I  get  killed  by  Red  John?  People  would 
look  upon  me  as  a  hero.  Eh?  And  I’ll  have  to  die 
some  day.  Everybody  dies.  Don’t  they?”  He 
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began  to  walk  towards  the  boulders  mechanically, 
but  his  efforts  at  stoicism  did  not  prevent  his  body 
from  trembling  and  smarting.  Every  muscle  was 
uttering  an  inarticulate  whine  of  terror.  His 
limbs,  although  thrust  forward  by  his  will,  moved 
with  the  ponderous  slowness  of  an  immense  engine 
making  its  first  hesitating  revolution.  Though 
his  will  tried  to  force  his  legs  to  move  quickly, 
like  the  legs  of  a  determined  courageous  man,  the 
legs  pretended  to  be  exhausted  with  weariness. 
It  seemed  that  the  knee-cap  of  the  right  leg  had 
jumped  off  and  that  blood  was  gushing  from  the 
wound,  but  when  he  grasped  the  knee  he  found 
it  was  a  delusion.  The  knee  was  perfectly  fit. 
But  although  he  knew  it  was  perfectly  fit,  he  let 
it  go  limp  and  dragged  it  after  him.  That  gave 
him  a  plausible  excuse  for  going  slowly.  And  the 
slower  he  went  the  more  the  folly  of  his  action 
grew  before  his  mind.  The  fear  of  death  grew 
greater.  He  doubted  the  reality  of  his  environ¬ 
ment.  He  thought  that  Red  John  and  the  pea¬ 
sants  on  the  cliff-top  were  a  delusion  and  that  he 
himself  was  going  to  commit  suicide,  impelled  by 
the  consciousness  of  a  monstrous  crime.  He  had  a 
fleeting  vision  of  things  like  a  cliff  pressing  into 
his  forehead  so  close  to  his  eyes  that  the  atoms  in 
its  face  appeared  as  big  as  universes.  But  while 
his  mind  conjured  with  these  delusions  his  body, 
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his  desire  to  live,  were  grappling  with  realities. 
He  had  dropped  on  his  belly  and  was  crawling 
sideways  up  to  the  mouth  of  the  cavern  between 
the  boulders  in  order  to  see  inside  it  without  be¬ 
ing  seen.  And  when  his  right  shoulder  brushed 
against  the  slimy  black  boulder  and  he  saw  the 
dim  interior  of  the  cavern  through  a  corner  of  his 
left  eye  his  senses  became  so  acute  that  his  trem¬ 
bling  fear  left  him  and  he  experienced  the  kind 
of  morbid  enthusiasm  and  coolness  that  the  soldier 
feels  when  he  is  about  to  draw  the  trigger  from  a 
concealed  position  on  an  advancing  enemy.  “Red 
John,  Red  John,”  he  called  out  loudly,  “what  the 
hell  are  you  hiding  in  there  for?  It’s  only  the 
Stranger  out  here  who  has  come  to  save  you.  Come 
out,  man,  and  don’t  be  making  a  fool  of  yourself. 
Nobody  has  got  anything  against  you.  Come  out.” 

He  listened,  panting  slightly,  but  for  a  moment 
or  two  he  heard  nothing.  Then  he  heard  some¬ 
thing  move,  with  the  sound  a  duck  makes  walk¬ 
ing  on  slippery  wet  flags.  Then  there  came  the 
sound  of  teeth  chattering  violently,  and  the  kind 
of  horrid  mumbling  a  dumb  man  makes  when  in 
a  rage.  These  sounds  irritated  without  terrifying 
him  and  he  struggled  to  a  kneeling  position  and 
drew  himself  up  to  the  entrance  of  the  cavern. 
He  stared  in.  His  face  was  within  three  inches  of 
Red  John’s. 
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He  lay  crouching  on  his  hands  and  knees,  spell¬ 
bound.  Red  John  crouched  facing  him,  kneeling 
on  his  right  knee,  his  left  hand,  palm  downward, 
embedded  in  the  yellow  sea-moss  that  grew  on  the 
side  of  a  tiny  pool.  His  right  hand  holding  the 
open  knife  was  stretched  in  front  of  him,  with  the 
point  of  the  knife  resting  against  the  face  of  the 
cliff.  Large  drops  of  water  pattered  from  the  cliff 
on  his  naked  back.  And  through  the  opening  at 
the  far  end  of  the  cavern,  the  sea,  half  hidden  by 
the  mist,  loomed  up  like  an  undulating  plain  that 
is  set  in  imaginary  motion  by  the  shadows  of  a 
winter  dawn.  He  looked  like  an  uncouth  monster 
risen  from  the  black  sea.  His  bloodshot  eyes 
seemed  to  have  been  thrust  out  from  their  sockets 
by  a  violent  shock  that  had  jammed  their  mechan¬ 
ism  and  prevented  them  from  getting  back  into 
their  natural  position.  And  when  he  breathed  his 
whole  body  contracted,  so  that  the  skin  lay  in 
loose  wrinkles  between  the  ribs.  His  mouth  and 
throat  contorted  violently,  as  he  tried  to  speak. 
And  the  Stranger  stared  at  him  for  several  mo¬ 
ments  speechless.  Then  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  as 
if  afraid  to  hear  himself,  “Come  on,  Red  John, 
follow  me.  You’ll  catch  cold  there.”  And  he  be¬ 
gan  to  edge  backwards,  keeping  his  eyes  fixed  on 
Red  John’s  face. 

But  he  had  barely  moved  when  Red  John  roared 
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and  flung  himself  upon  him.  Fie  fell  in  a  heap 
over  the  Stranger’s  shoulders  and  the  two  of  them 
rolled  out  into  the  open  plateau.  The  peasants 
watching  on  the  cliff-top  yelled.  “The  knife,  the 
knife!  he’ll  kill  him  with  the  knife,”  came  a  scream 
from  a  woman,  as  Red  John  tore  his  right  hand 
free  and  lunged  at  the  Stranger’s  chest.  But  the 
Stranger  twisted  around  and  struck  Red  John’s 
arm  with  his  fist.  Then  he  closed  with  Red  John, 
grasping  Red  John’s  body  about  the  shoulders, 
so  that  he  was  only  able  to  move  his  legs  below  the 
knees.  The  Stranger  pressed  with  all  his  might 
and  Red  John  struck  out  with  his  feet  and  snapped 
with  his  teeth,  trying  to  bite  the  Stranger’s  left  ear. 
Then  suddenly  his  body  stiffened.  Fie  planted  his 
heels  on  the  rock  and  raised  his  hips,  so  that  his 
body  rested  on  his  shoulders  and  his  heels. .  The 
Stranger,  fearing  that  he  planned  a  fresh  attack, 
moved  and  threw  his  legs  over  him  in  order  to 
crush  him  with  his  weight.  But  as  his  eyes  came 
in  line  with  Red  John’s  throat  he  drew  back.  The 
throat  was  shivering  like  the  gills  of  a  dying  fish. 
The  whole  body  had  gone  limp.  The  eyes  were 
glassy.  The  lower  jaw  had  dropped.  Red  John 
was  dead.  His  heart  had  burst  in  the  last  effort  of 
his  madness. 
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ON  AND  ON  I  WANDER  ENDLESSLY.  I  AM  THE  LORD 

of  nature.  1  heal  and  kill  heedlessly.  I  drive 
men  to  a  frenzy  and  soothe  others  with  the  same 
roar  of  my  anger.  I  am  the  sadness  of  joy.  I  am 
the  ferocity  of  beauty.”  So  murmured  the  sea,  as 
the  Stranger  crouching  astride  the  stiffening  corpse 
of  Red  John  held  his  hands  aloft  to  the  peasants 
on  the  cliff-top  and  mumbled  cries  for  help.  Then 
the  sea  seemed  to  take  a  short  leap  forward  and 
struck  the  cliffs  noisily.  Gullies  of  wind  eddied 
westwards  from  the  Fort  of  Coillnamhan,  whirling 
in  and  out  under  the  cliffs  like  swallows.  The 
mist  rose  before  the  wind  and  a  cloud-racked  sky 
appeared.  The  sun  stared  through  a  flimsy  white 
cloud  that  had  just  parted  in  the  middle.  Advanc¬ 
ing  breakers  buffeted  by  the  wind  began  to  turn 
somersaults.  Sea-birds  roused  by  the  sudden 
squall  soared  aloft  screaming.  The  peasants 
crossed  themselves  and  said  “God  save  us,  it  is 
the  magic  wind.”  And  the  Stranger,  listening  to 
the  chorus  of  sounds  from  nature  that  had  a  few 
minutes  before  been  wrapped  in  mist  and  silence, 
started  as  he  had  been  awakened  from  a  night¬ 
mare  by  a  bugle  call.  He  looked  at  the  corpse 
between  his  legs  and  a  sense  of  the  reality  of  life, 
of  his  surroundings,  of  himself,  became  so  vivid 
that  it  wiped  out  his  fear  of  the  death  of  which  a 
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few  moments  before  he  had  accused  himself  in 
terror.  Instead  of  fear  of  the  future,  of  what  men 
would  say  of  him  or  do  to  him,  because  of  the 
death  of  Red  John,  he  experienced  a  feeling  of 
anger  that  was  born  of  a  sudden  access  of  strength. 
Instead  of  maudlin  pity  for  the  corpse  beneath 
him  he  looked  upon  it  in  anger,  meaningless  anger. 
Whence  that  anger?  Perhaps  it  came  from  the 
sudden  rush  of  the  sea  and  wind  to  his  assistance. 
Perhaps  the  presence  of  death  made  him  lust  for 
life.  He  stood  up,  exultantly  watching  Big  Dick 
descend  the  cliff  on  a  rope  to  his  assistance,  and  he 
thought  of  nothing  but  his  fierce  desire  to  get  to 
the  cliff-top  and  fly  with  Little  Mary  to  safety. 
He  doubted  no  more.  The  nightmares  that  had 
haunted  his  soul  had  vanished.  He  feared  life  no 
more.  He  longed  for  it,  with  its  ferocity  of  en¬ 
deavour,  of  suffering  and  of  happiness.  Life  as 
he  had  learned  to  understand  it  in  Inverara,  to  the 
sound  of  the  sea,  strong  like  the  hailstones  that 
pattered  on  the  crags,  like  the  roar  of  the  storm 
wind,  like  the  lashing  of  the  breakers  against 
the  cliffs.  Inverara  had  rubbed  the  balm  of 
her  fierce  strength  into  his  marrows.  She  had 
purified  his  blood  with  her  bitter  winds.  She 
had  filled  his  exhausted  lungs  with  the  smell  of 
her  sea.  And  it  was  at  that  moment,  when  he 
came  face  to  face  with  the  reality  of  death,  that 
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the  reality  of  life  assumed  a  meaning  for  him. 

Big  Dick  reached  the  plateau,  and  advanced  to¬ 
wards  the  Stranger  and  the  corpse,  the  legs  of 
his  yellow  oilskin  trousers  clashing  one  against 
the  other  with  a  shuffling  sound.  “Mother  of 
God!”  he  said,  crossing  himself,  “he’s  dead.” 
And  he  looked  from  the  corpse  to  the  Stranger 
with  awe  and  fear. 

They  hoisted  the  corpse  to  the  cliff-top  and  then 
the  Stranger  put  the  noose  under  his  armpits  and 
was  hoisted  up.  As  he  ascended  the  cliff,  he  felt  a 
wonderful  exhilaration  as  if  he  were  being  raised 
aloft  into  a  heaven  of  happiness.  And  for  the  first 
time  since  he  had  rounded  the  dangerous  curve  he 
thought  of  Little  Mary.  And  with  the  thought  of 
her,  he  felt  a  fiercer  anger  than  before,  like  an 
animal  whose  mate  is  in  danger.  And  then  he  felt 
hands  about  his  shoulders  and  he  scrambled  to  the 
cliff-top  into  Little  Mary’s  arms. 

For  half  a  minute  they  lay  clasped  in  an  embrace 
that  made  them  unconscious  of  their  surround¬ 
ings,  of  the  angry  mutterings  of  the  men,  arguing 
with  O’Daly,  who  had  arrived  just  then,  of  the 
screaming  of  the  women,  of  the  corpse  of  Red 
John,  lying  ghastly  and  naked  against  a  green 
mound;  unconscious  of  the  wind  that  now  tore 
up  over  the  cliff-top  with  a  savage  roar.  Red 
John’s  uncle’s  wife  rushed  at  Little  Mary  scream- 
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ing,  “She  killed  him,  she’s  enchanted,  down  with 
her,  the  whore!”  and  the  Stranger  jumped  to  his 
feet,  with  Little  Mary  clinging  to  his  waist.  He 
had  raised  his  arm  to  strike  the  woman,  when 
O’Daly  rushed  in  between  them  and  pushed  him 
back.  “Go,  run  for  your  lives,”  he  whispered; 
“run.”  “Keep  back  there,”  he  shouted  to  the 
peasants,  “or  I’ll  get  every  one  of  you  shot.”  And 
as  the  Stranger  and  Little  Mary  hurried  away 
from  the  cliff  towards  the  village,  the  men  cursed 
and  threatened  them  and  the  women  gathered 
around  the  corpse  screaming  and  wailing  the 
death  dirge.  And  Red  John’s  livid  face  frowned 
sardonically  in  death,  as  if  he  were  conscious  that 
he  who  in  life  was  despised  and  persecuted  were 
now  in  his  death  the  centre  of  all  interest. 

O’Daly  overtook  them  near  the  cabin.  “Hurry! 
Get  your  things  and  come  with  me,”  he  panted. 
“You  want  to  leave  the  island  immediately.  Be 
quick.  I’ll  give  you  an  address  in  Dublin  .  .  .  see 
you  right  ...  I’ll  fix  up  everything  here  .  .  . 
magistrate,  parish  priest  doesn’t  want  a  scandal 
.  .  .  all  .  .  .  everything,  d’ye  see?  ...  all  right.” 

The  Stranger  grasped  his  hand  and  said,  “O’Daly, 
you’re  a  friend  indeed.  I’ll  never  forget  you.” 

The  old  man  muttered  an  oath  under  his  breath 
and  shouted  gruffly  to  hide  his  embarrassment. 
“Come  on,  damn  it,  there’s  no  time  to  waste.” 
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When  they  entered  Rooruck,  it  was  deserted 
like  a  place  suddenly  stricken  with  a  plague,  and 
the  Stranger  darted  into  the  cabin  to  get  his  money 
and  his  clothes,  as  if  every  moment  he  had  to 
spend  in  the  place  were  a  torture  to  him.  Rushing 
about  the  cabin  he  started  at  every  sight,  at  the 
bitch  that  lay  curled  carelessly  on  the  hearth,  with 
the  wind  coming  down  the  chimney  blowing  the 
yellow  ashes  about  her  snout,  at  Red  John’s 
waistcoat  lying  by  the  stool  where  he  had  dropped 
it,  at  the  upturned  milk-can,  and  the  stains  of  the 
spilt  milk  licked  dry  by  the  dog.  But  when  he 
was  passing  through  the  kitchen  on  his  way  out, 
dressed  in  his  wrinkled  blue  suit,  with  a  suit-case 
in  each  hand,  he  looked  around  and  heaved  a  sigh. 
For  it  is  sad  to  look  at  even  hateful  places  for  the 
last  time.  Then  he  rushed  out  and  they  walked 
away  hurriedly  towards  Coillnamhan.  “I’ll  get 
you  some  clothes  from  my  daughter’s  wardrobe,” 
O’Daly  was  saying  to  Little  Mary;  “now  for 
God’s  sake  keep  your  heart  up.  Everything  is  ah 
right.  I’ll  see  to  everything.  You  have  life  in 
front  of  you.”  And  as  they  reached  the  brow  of 
the  hill  east  of  Rooruck,  a  weird  song  was  carried 
to  them  on  the  wind  from  the  south-west.  They 
paused  and  looked  back.  The  peasants,  carrying 
the  dead  body  of  Red  John  on  their  shoulders, 
were  coming  in  a  straggling  procession  from  the 
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cliff,  the  men  in  front,  the  women  behind,  their 
shawls  thrown  back  over  their  shoulders,  their 
frieze  petticoats  waving  in  the  breeze  against  the 
black  sky,  their  hair  dishevelled,  their  voices  rising 
and  falling  mournfully  through  the  changing 
rush  of  the  wind.  And  behind  the  corpse  the 
white-haired  wife  of  Red  John’s  uncle  staggered, 
rending  her  hair,  and  her  voice  came  distinct  over 
the  din,  chanting  the  .death  dirge.  “And  the 
screech  heard  at  dawn  shall  be  ever  in  my  ears, 
ochon,  ochon  .  .  .  my  sorrow  pierces  the  bowels 
of  the  sea,  oh  my  sorrow,  my  sorrow  ...” 

They  shuddered  and  sped  eastwards  hurriedly. 
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That  evening  the  stranger  and  little  mary 
set  sail  in  O’Daly’s  yacht  from  Coillnamhan 
for  the  mainland.  Night  was  falling  as  they  scud¬ 
ded  out  under  white  sails.  O’Daly  sat  at  the  helm 
and  the  Stranger  sat  with  Little  Mary  in  the  prow 
looking  back  at  Inverara.  Inverara  was  becoming 
an  amorphous  mass  through  the  autumn  mist,  a 
black  smudge  on  the  horizon.  Then  it  disap¬ 
peared,  and  only  spectres  of  white  breakers  arising 
from  the  deep  to  embrace  it  remained,  where  it 
sank  out  of  sight.  Farther,  and  only  the  distant 
mumble  of  the  sea  against  its  cliffs  reached  their 
ears.  Then  that  sound  died  in  the  murmur  of 
the  wind,  through  the  yacht’s  sails. 

Inverara  had  passed  out  of  the  Stranger’s  life. 
Tears  trickled  down  his  cheeks  and  he  pressed 
Little  Mary’s  hand.  Inverara,  wild,  fierce,  beau¬ 
tiful,  never-changing  Inverara,  child  of  the  sea, 
had  vanished. 
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sheep,  a  mountain,  flowers,  the  Basque  Country,  Castile,  Cata¬ 
lonia,  the  simple  and  natural  emotions.  All  is  done  with  a  sure 
and  delicate  hand. 
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BARING,  Maurice 

HALF  A  MINUTE’S  SILENCE.  Stories  No.  153 

Tales  from  Russia,  some  of  them  accounts  of  real  happenings; 
ghost  stories,  school  stories,  classical  inventions,  character 
sketches,  fairy  tales  and  parodies,  legends  and  romances. 

BATES,  H.  E. 

THE  TWO  SISTERS.  A  Novel  No.  160 

MR.  edward  Garnett  in  his  foreword  to  The  Two  Sisters  says: 
‘A  novel  of  rare  poetical  order  ...  his  achievement  is  that, 
while  identified  with  his  creations  — Jenny,  Jessie  and  Michael 
—  the  author  has  known  how  to  detach  himself  from  these 
figures  of  eternal  youth  and  show  them,  with  all  their  tumultu¬ 
ous,  passionate  emotions,  in  a  beautiful  mirror.’ 

BELLOC,  Hilaire 

SHORT  TALKS  WITH  THE  DEAD  No.  79 

In  these  essays  Mr.  Belloc  attains  his  usual  high  level  of  pungent 
and  witty  writing.  The  subjects  vary  widely  and  include  an 
imaginary  talk  with  the  spirits  of  Charles  I,  the  barber  of 
Louis  XIV,  and  Napoleon,  Venice,  fakes,  eclipses,  Byron,  and 
the  famous  dissertation  on  the  Nordic  Man. 

BENNETT,  Arnold 

THE  OLD  WIVES’  TALE.  Two  volumes.  Nos.  1 66  and  167 
‘All  attempts  to  sum  up  his  merits  and  measure  his  achievement 
must  rest  upon  The  Old  Wives’  Tale.’  The  Times  ' 

BERCOVICI,  Konrad 

BETWEEN  EARTH  AND  SKY.  Stories  of  Gypsies. 

With  an  Introduction  by  a.  E.  coppard  No.  117 

Konrad  Bercovici,  through  his  own  association  with  gypsies, 
together  with  a  magical  intuition  of  their  lives,  is  able  to  give 
us  some  unforgettable  pictures  of  those  wanderers  who,  having 
no  home  anywhere,  are  at  home  everywhere. 

BIERCE,  Ambrose 

CAN  SUCH  THINGS  BE  ?  Stories  No.  1 

‘Bierce  never  wastes  a  word,  never  coins  a  too  startling  phrase; 
he  secures  his  final  effect,  a  cold  thrill  of  fear,  by  a  simple,  yet 
subtle,  realism.  No  anthology  of  short  stories,  limited  to  a  score 
or  so,  would  be  complete  without  an  example  of  his  unique 
artistry.’  Morning  Post 
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BIERCE,  Ambrose 

THE  MONK  AND  THE  HANGMAN’S 
DAUGHTER.  Written  in  collaboration  with 
ADOLPHE  DANZIGER  DE  CASTRO  No.  34 

‘These  stories  are  evidence  of  very  unusual  powers,  and  when 
once  they  have  been  read  the  reader  will  feel  himself  impelled 
to  dig  out  more  from  the  same  pen.’  Westminster  Gaszette 

BIRON,  Sir  Chartres 

‘“SIR,”  SAID  DR.  JOHNSON-’.  An  Anthology  No.  184 
In  ‘  “Sir,”  Said  Dr.  Johnson  —  ’  the  traveller,  whether  he  is  realiz¬ 
ing  ‘the  grand  object  of  travel’  in  ‘seeing  the  shores  of  the  Medi¬ 
terranean’  or  ‘raising  his  children  to  eminence’  by  ‘viewing  the 
Wall  of  China,’  will  find  both  sympathy  and  entertainment, 
nor  need  he  be  deterred  under  modern  conditions  by  the 
Doctor’s  5th  rule  of  Travel  ‘Get  a  smart  seasickness  if  you  can.’ 
Here  in  a  handy  form  will  be  found  an  anthology  of  the  great 
lexicographer’s  invigorating  reflections  on  men  and  matters. 

BIRRELL,  Augustine 

MORE  OBITER  DICTA  No.  140 

‘Age  has  not  wearied  Mr.  Birrell’s  humour;  nor  have  the 
years  condemned  his  whimsicality.  He  remains  as  delightful 
a  companion  as  ever.’  Nation  and  Atheneeum 

BOURGOGNE,  Sergeant 

MEMOIRS  OF  SERGEANT  BOURGOGNE.  With 

an  Introduction  by  sir  John  fortescue  No.  148 

It  is  vivid  from  the  first  page  to  the  last  and  the  subject,  the 
Retreat  from  Moscow,  is  unexampled  in  its  horrors.  Bourgogne 
is  French  of  the  French— a  typical  soldier  of  the  Guard,  brave, 
quick-witted,  resourceful,  gay  and  humane. 

BOURNE,  George 

A  FARMER’S  LIFE  No.  32 

The  life-story  of  a  tenant-farmer  of  fifty  years  ago  in  which  the 
author  draws  on  his  memory  for  a  picture  of  the  everyday 
life  of  his  immediate  forbears,  the  Smiths,  farmers  and  handi¬ 
craft  men,  who  lived  and  died  on  the  border  of  Surrey  and 
Hampshire. 
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BRAMAH,  Ernest 

THE  WALLET  OF  KAI  LUNG  No.  18 

‘Something  worth  doing  and  done.  .  .  .  It  was  a  thing  intended, 
wrought  out,  completed  and  established.  Therefore  it  was 
destined  to  endure,  and,  what  is  more  important,  it  was  a 
success.’  HILAIRE  BELLOC 

KAI  LUNG’S  GOLDEN  HOURS  No.  16 

‘It  is  worthy  of  its  forerunner.  There  is  the  same  plan,  exacti¬ 
tude,  working-out  and  achievement;  and  therefore  complete 
satisfaction  in  the  reading.’  From  the  Preface  by  HILAIRE 
BELLOC 

BRONTE,  Emily 

WUTHERING  HEIGHTS  No.  30 

‘It  is  a  very  great  book.  You  may  read  this  grim  story  of  lost 
and  thwarted  human  creatures  on  a  moor  at  any  age  and  come 
under  its  sway.’  From  the  Introduction  by  rose  Macaulay 

BROWNE,  Lewis 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  JEWS  No.  146 

Here  is  a  history  which  is  more  absorbing  than  any  work  of 
fiction.  The  author  traces  the  beginnings  of  the  Jewish  race 
from  the  wandering  Semitic  races  of  Arabia,  through  intermin¬ 
able  strife,  oppression,  expatriation,  up  to  modern  times. 

BUTLER,  Samuel 

EREWHON.  A  Satire  No.  n 

‘Occasionally,  very  occasionally,  a  bit  of  genuine  satire  secures 
for  itself  more  than  a  passing  nod  of  recognition.  Erevohon  is 
such  a  satire.  .  .  .  The  best  of  its  kind  since  Gulliver’s  Travels. ’ 
AUGUSTINE  BIRRELL 

EREWHON  REVISITED.  A  Satire  No.  12 

‘He  waged  a  sleepless  war  with  the  mental  torpor  of  the  prosper¬ 
ous,  complacent  England  around  him;  a  Swift  with  the  soul 
of  music  in  him,  and  completely  sane;  a  liberator  of  humanity 
operating  with  the  wit  and  malice  and  coolness  of  Mephisto- 
pheles.’  Manchester  Guardian 

THE  NOTE  BOOKS  No.  75 

‘The  freest,  most  original  and  most  varied  thinker  of  his  genera¬ 
tion.  .  .  .  Neither  Erevohon  nor  The  Way  of  All  Flesh,  but  the 
posthumous  work  entitled  Note  Books  will  stand,  in  our  judg¬ 
ment,  as  the  decisive  contribution  of  Samuel  Butler  to  the 
thought  of  his  age.’  Nation 
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BUTLER,  Samuel 


SELECTED  ESSAYS.  This  volume  contains  the 

following  essays  :  No.  55 


THE  HUMOUR  OF  HOMER 
QUIS  DESIDERIO  .  .  .  ? 
RAMBLINGS  IN  CHEAPSIDE 
THE  AUNT,  THE  NIECES, 
AND  THE  DOG 


HOW  TO  MAKE  THE  BEST  OF  LIFE 
THE  SANCTUARY  OF  MONTRIGONE 
A  MEDIEVAL  GIRLS’  SCHOOL 
ART  IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  SAAS 
THOUGHT  AND  LANGUAGE 


THE  WAY  OF  ALL  FLESH.  A  Novel  No.  10 

‘It  drives  one  almost  to  despair  of  English  Literature  when  one 
sees  so  extraordinary  a  study  of  English  life  as  Butler’s  posthum¬ 
ous  Way  of  All  Flesh  making  so  little  impression.  Really,  the 
English  do  not  deserve  to  have  great  men.’  george  Bernard 

SHAW 


CANOT,  Theodore 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  SLAVE  TRADER.  Set  down  by 

brantz  mayer  and  now  edited  by  A.  w.  Lawrence  No.  126 
In  1854  a  cosmopolitan  adventurer,  who  knew  Africa  at  the 
worst  period  of  its  history,  dictated  this  sardonic  account  of 
piracy  and  mutiny,  of  battles  with  warships  or  rival  traders, 
and  of  the  fantastic  lives  of  European  and  half-caste  slavers  on 
the  West  Coast. 

CARDUS,  Neville 

DAYS  IN  THE  SUN  :  A  Cricketer’s  Book  No.  121 

The  author  says  ‘the  intention  of  this  book  is  modest — it  should 
be  taken  as  a  rather  freely  compiled  journal  of  happy  experiences 
which  have  come  my  way  on  our  cricket  fields.’ 

CARLETON,  Captain  George 

MILITARY  MEMOIRS  (1672-1713).  Edited  by 

A.  W.  LAWRENCE  No.  1 34 

A  cheerful  sidelight  on  the  war  of  the  Spanish  Succession,  with 
a  remarkable  literary  history.  Johnson  praised  the  book,  Scott 
edited  it,  and  then  the  critics  declared  it  to  be  fiction  and  sug¬ 
gested  Defoe  or  Swift  as  the  author  ;  now  it  has  come  into  its 
own  again  as  one  of  the  most  vivid  records  of  a  soldier  s  actual 
experiences. 
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CATHER,  Willa 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  LARK  No.  183 

The  Song  of  the  Lark  is  the  story  of  an  American  opera  singer, 
her  childhood  in  the  Colorado  desert,  her  early  struggles  in 
Chicago,  her  romantic  adventures  among  the  Cliff  Dweller 
ruins  in  Arizona,  her  splendid  triumphs  on  the  operatic  stage. 
There  is  a  diverting  picture  of  musical  circles  in  Chicago. 
There  are  wonderful  chapters  of  the  Cliff  Dweller  ruins  which 
first  awake  in  the  heroine  the  historic  imagination  so  necessary 
to  a  great  Wagnerian  singer,  and  where  she  grows  all  at  once 
into  a  powerful  and  wilful  young  creature,  gets  her  courage, 
and  begins  to  find  herself. 

CLEMENTS,  Rex 

A  GIPSY  OF  THE  HORN.  Life  in  a  deep-sea  sailing 

ship  No.  136 

A  true  and  spirited  account  of  a  phase  of  sea-life  now  passing, 
if  not  passed,  fascinating  from  the  very  vividness  and  sincerity 
of  its  telling.  Mr.  Clements  loves  the  sea,  and  he  makes  his 
readers  love  it. 

COLLETT,  Anthony 

THE  CHANGING  FACE  OF  ENGLAND  No.  177 

‘His  knowledge  of  the  English  countryside  is  extraordinary  ; 
he  can  not  only  name  the  trees  and  flowers,  the  birds  and  beasts 
of  every  district,  but  he  can  tell  what  every  village  is  built  of 
and  why.’  The  Manchester  Guardian 

COPPARD,  A.  E. 

ADAM  AND  EVE  AND  PINCH  ME.  Stories  No.  13 

Mr.  Coppard’s  implicit  theme  is  the  closeness  of  the  spiritual 
world  to  the  material;  the  strange,  communicative  sympathy 
which  strikes  through  two  temperaments  and  suddenly  makes 
them  one. 

CLORINDA  WALKS  IN  HEAVEN.  Stories  No.  22 

‘Genius  is  a  hard-ridden  word,  and  has  been  put  by  critics  at 
many  puny  ditches,  but  Mr.  Coppard  sets  up  a  fence  worthy 
of  its  mettle.  He  shows  that  in  hands  like  his  the  English 
language  is  as  alive  as  ever.’  Outlook 

FISHMONGER’S  FIDDLE.  Stories  No.  130 

‘In  definite  colour  and  solid  strength  his  work  suggests  that  of 
the  old  Dutch  Masters.  Mr.  Coppard  is  a  born  story-teller.’ 
Times  Literary  Supplement 


COPPARD,  A.  E. 

THE  BLACK  DOG.  Stories  No.  2 

‘Mr.  Coppard  is  a  born  story-teller.  The  book  is  filled  with  a 
variety  of  delightful  stuff:  no  one  who  is  interested  in  good 
writing  in  general,  and  good  short  stories  in  particular,  should 
miss  it.’  Spectator 

COYLE,  Kathleen 

LIV.  A  Novel.  With  an  Introduction  by  Rebecca  west  No.  87 
'Liv  is  a  short  novel,  but  more  subtly  suggesting  beauty  and 
movement  than  many  a  longer  book.  .  .  .  There  is  something 
cool  and  rare  about  this  story;  the  reader  finds  himself  turning 
back  to  re-read  pages  that  must  not  be  forgotten.’  Times 
Literary  Supplement 

CURLE,  Richard 

INTO  THE  EAST.  With  a  Preface  by  Joseph  conrad  No.  185 
‘Very  modern  in  impressions,  in  appreciations,  in  curiosities, 
and  in  his  very  love  of  the  mother  earth,  of  whose  children  he 
has  written  subtly  and  tenderly  in  some  three  volumes  of 
characteristic  tales;  a  traveller  of  our  day,  condemned  to  make 
his  discoveries  on  beaten  tracks,  he  looks  on,  sensitive,  medita¬ 
tive,  with  delicate  perceptions  and  a  gift  for  expression,  alive 
to  the  saving  grace  of  human  and  historical  associations;  and 
while  pursuing  amongst  the  men  busy  with  ascertained  facts  the 
riddles  presented  by  a  world  in  transition,  he  seems  to  have 
captured  for  us  the  spirit  of  modern  travel  itself.’  From  the 
Introduction 

DAVIES,  Charles 

SELECTIONS  FROM  SWIFT.  With  an  Introduction  by 
CHARLES  DAVIES  No.  171 

Everybody  knows  Gulliver  and  The  Tale  of  a  Tub,  but  Swift’s 
minor  pieces  are  less  accessible  in  a  handy  format.  In  this  book 
a  collection  of  the  more  interesting  will  be  found,  exhibiting 
the  Dean  in  familiar  and  satiric  mood  even  when  preaching. 

DAVIES,  W.  H. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  SUPER-TRAMP 

With  a  Preface  by  G.  Bernard  shaw  No.  3 

The  author  tells  us  with  inimitable  quiet  modesty  of  how  he 
begged  and  stole  his  way  across  America  and  through  England 
and  Wales  until  his  travelling  days  were  cut  short  by  losing  his 
right  foot  while  attempting  to  ‘jump’  a  train. 
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DAVIES,  W.  H. 

LATER  DAYS.  A  pendant  to  The  Autobiography  of  a 

Super-Tramp  No.  48 

‘The  self-portrait  is  given  with  disarming,  mysterious,  and 
baffling  directness,  and  the  writing  has  the  same  disarmingness 
and  simpleness.’  Observer 

A  POET’S  PILGRIMAGE  No.  56 

A  Poet's  Pilgrimage  recounts  the  author’s  impressions  of  his 
native  Wales  on  his  return  after  many  years’  absence.  He  tells 
of  a  walking  tour  during  which  he  stayed  in  cheap  rooms  and 
ate  in  the  small  wayside  inns.  The  result  is  a  vivid  picture  of  the 
Welsh  people,  the  towns  and  countryside. 

DELEDDA,  Grazia 

THE  MOTHER.  A  Novel.  With  an  Introduction  by 

D.  h.  Lawrence.  (Awarded  the  Nobel  Prize  1928)  No.  105 
An  unusual  book,  both  in  its  story  and  its  setting  in  a  remote 
Sardinian  hill  village,  half  civilised  and  superstitious.  The 
action  of  the  story  takes  place  so  rapidly  and  the  actual  drama 
is  so  interwoven  with  the  mental  conflict,  and  all  so  forced  by 
circumstances,  that  it  is  almost  Greek  in  its  simple  and  inevit¬ 
able  tragedy. 

DE  MAUPASSANT 

STORIES.  Translated  by  Elizabeth  martindale  No.  37 
‘His  “story”  engrosses  the  non-critical,  it  holds  the  critical  too 
at  the  first  reading.  .  .  .  That  is  the  real  test  of  art,  and  it  is 
because  of  the  inobtrusiveness  of  this  workmanship,  that  for 
once  the  critic  and  the  reader  may  join  hands  without  awaiting 
the  verdict  of  posterity.’  From  the  Introduction  by  FORD  MADOX 
FORD 

DE  SELINCOURT,  Hugh 

THE  CRICKET  MATCH.  A  Story  No.  108 

Through  the  medium  of  a  cricket  match  the  author  endeavours 
to  give  a  glimpse  of  life  in  a  Sussex  village.  First  we  have  a 
bird’s-eye  vieW  at  dawn  of  the  village  nestling  under  the  Downs  $ 
then  we  see  the  players  awaken  in  all  the  widely  different  cir¬ 
cumstances  of  their  various  lives,  pass  the  morning,  assemble 
on  the  field,  play  their  game,  united  for  a  few  hours,  as  men 
should  be,  by  a  common  purpose  — and  at  night  disperse. 
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DIMNET,  Ernest 

THE  ART  OF  THINKING  No.  170 

‘Concentration,  “never  reading  but  always  studying,”  dismiss¬ 
ing  trivialities  and  only  reading  masterpieces,  orderliness,  taking 
notes,  avoiding  laziness  —  it  is  with  such  aids  to  improving  the 
mind  that  M.  Dimnet  chiefly  deals  — and  the  point  of  his  witty 
book  is  that  he  makes  such  difficult  operations  seductive  by  the 
charm  with  which  he  surrounds  both  the  operations  themselves 
and  the  results  to  which  they  should  lead.’  The  Times  Literary 
Supplement 

DOS  PASSOS,  John 

ORIENT  EXPRESS.  A  book  of  travel  No.  80 

This  book  will  be  read  because,  as  well  as  being  the  temperature 
chart  of  an  unfortunate  sufferer  from  the  travelling  disease, 
it  deals  with  places  shaken  by  the  heavy  footsteps  of  History. 
Underneath,  the  book  is  an  ode  to  railroad  travel. 

DOUGLAS,  George 

THE  HOUSE  WITH  THE  GREEN  SHUTTERS 

A  Novel.  With  an  Introduction  by  j.  b.  Priestley  No.  1x8 
This  powerful  and  moving  story  of  life  in  a  small  Scots  burgh 
is  one  of  the  grimmest  studies  of  realism  in  all  modern  fiction. 
The  author  flashes  a  cold  and  remorseless  searchlight  upon  the 
back-bitings,  jealousies,  and  intrigues  of  the  townsfolk. 

DU  MAURIER,  George 

PETER  IBBETSON.  Illustrated  by  the  author  No.  169 

This  novel,  written  as  an  autobiography,  reveals  with  a 
pathetic  charm  the  figure  of  Peter  Ibbetson  ‘from  boyhood. 
Some  of  the  scenes  are  English,  but  most  of  the  story  is  in 
France,  the  early  part  of  it  in  Passy  and  Paris. 

DUNSTERVILLE,  Major-General  L.  C. 

STALKY’S  REMINISCENCES  No.  145 

‘The  real  Stalky,  General  Dunsterville,  is  so  delightful  a 
character  that  the  fictitious  Stalky  must  at  times  feel  jealous  of 
him  as  a  rival.  ...  In  war  he  proved  his  genius  in  the  Dunster 
Force  adventure;  and  in  this  book  he  shows  that  he  possesses 
another  kind  of  genius  — the  genius  of  comic  self-revelation  and 
burbling  anecdote.’  The  Observer 
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F  ARSON,  Negley 

SAILING  ACROSS  EUROPE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  FRANK  MORLEY  No.  Ill 

A  voyage  of  six  months  in  a  ship,  its  one  and  only  cabin 
measuring  8  feet  by  6  feet,  up  the  Rhine,  down  the  Danube, 
passing  from  one  to  the  other  by  the  half- forgotten  Ludwig’s 
Canal. 

FAUSSET,  Hugh  1’ Anson 

TENNYSON.  A  critical  study  No.  124 

Mr.  Fausset’s  study  of  Tennyson’s  qualities  as  poet,  man  and 
moralist  is  by  implication  a  study  of  some  of  the  predominant 
characteristics  of  the  Victorian  age.  His  book,  however,  is  as 
pictorial  as  it  is  critical,  being  woven,  to  quote  The  Times,  ‘like 
an  arras  of  delicate  colour  and  imagery.’ 

FLAUBERT,  Gustave 

MADAME  BOVARY.  Translated  by  Eleanor 
marx-aveling.  With  an  Introduction  by  hamish 
MILES  No.  144 

“.  .  .  It  remains  perpetually  the  novel  of  all  novels  which  the 
criticism  of  fiction  cannot  overlook;  as  soon  as  ever  we  speak 
of  the  principles  of  the  art  we  must  be  prepared  to  engage 
with  Flaubert.  There  is  no  such  book  as  his  Bovary-,  for 
it  is  a  novel  in  which  the  subject  stands  firm  and  clear,  with¬ 
out  the  least  shade  of  ambiguity  to  break  the  line  which 
bounds  it.’  Percy  lubbock  in  The  Craft  of  Fiction  - 

FORMAN,  Henry  James 

GRECIAN  ITALY.  A  book  of  Travel  No.  29 

‘It  has  been  said  that  if  you  were  shown  Taormina  in  a  vision 
you  would  not  believe  it.  If  the  reader  has  been  in  Grecian 
Italy  before  he  reads  this  book,  the  magic  of  its  pages  will 
revive  old  memories  and  induce  a  severe  attack  of  nostalgia.’ 
From  the  Preface  by  H.  FESTING  JONES 

FRASER,  Ronald 

THE  FLYING  DRAPER.  A  novel  No.  165 

‘After  its  own  prodigal  fashion  the  book  rises  as  high  above  the 
general  run  of  novels  as  Codders  did  above  the  other  drapers  of 
Primrose  Hill.’  Bunch 

‘This  is  one  of  the  very  best  first  novels  which  we  have  seen  since 
the  War,  and  its  author,  if  he  can  maintain  the  standard  which 
he  sets  here,  should  go  far.’  Daily  Mail 
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GARNETT,  Edward 

FRIDAY  NIGHTS.  Critical  Essays  No.  119 

‘Mr.  Garnett  is  “the  critic  as  artist,”  sensitive  alike  to  elemental 
nature  and  the  subtlest  human  variations.  His  book  sketches 
for  us  the  possible  outlines  of  a  new  humanism,  a  fresh  valuation 
of  both  life  and  art.’  The  Times 

GARNETT,  Mrs.  R.  S. 

THE  INFAMOUS  JOHN  FRIEND.  A  Novel  No.  53 

This  book,  though  in  form  an  historical  novel,  claims  to  rank 
as  a  psychological  study.  It  is  an  attempt  to  depict  a  character 
which,  though  destitute  of  the  common  virtues  of  everyday  life, 
is  gifted  with  qualities  that  compel  love  and  admiration. 

GAUGIN,  Paul 

THE  INTIMATE  JOURNALS.  Translated  by  van 

WYCK  BROOKS  No.  IOI 

The  confessions  of  genius  are  usually  startling;  and  Gaugin’s 
Journals  are  no  exception.  He  exults  in  his  power  to  give  free 
rein  to  his  savage  spirit,  tearing  the  shawl  from  convention’s 
shoulders  with  a  gesture  as  unscrupulous  as  it  is  Rabelaisian. 

GIBBS,  J.  Arthur 

A  COTSWOLD  VILLAGE  No.  138 

‘For  pure  observation  of  people,  places  and  sports,  occupations 
and  wild  life,  the  book  is  admirable.  Everything  is  put  down 
freshly  from  the  notebook,  and  has  not  gone  through  any 
deadening  process  of  being  written  up.’  Morning  Post 

GISSING,  George 

BY  THE  IONIAN  SEA.  With  an  Introduction  by 

VIRGINIA  woolf  No.  186 

Here  is  the  book  in  which  Gissing,  for  once,  turned  away  from 
the  sombre  and  care-laden  scenes  that  dominated  his  outlook  as 
a  novelist,  and  painted  at  first  hand  a  picture  of  that  classic 
South  whose  art  and  literature  and  living  sense  of  beauty  were 
the  hidden  mainspring  of  his  being.  Appreciation  of  Gissing’s 
genius  is  steadily  growing,  and  these  finely  polished  sketches  of 
travel  reflect  an  essential  part  of  his  experience. 
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GOBINEAU,  Le  Comte  de 

THE  CRIMSON  HANDKERCHIEF  AND  OTHER 
STORIES.  Translated  from  the  French  by  henry 
LONGAN  STUART  No.  1 3 7 

The  three  stories  included  in  this  volume  mark  the  flood  tide 
of  Comte  de  Gobineau’s  unique  and  long-neglected  genius. 
Not  even  Nietzsche  has  surpassed  him  in  a  love  of  heroic  charac¬ 
ters  and  unfettered  wills— or  in  his  contempt  for  bourgeois 
virtues  and  vices. 


GOSSE,  Sir  Edmund 

SELECTED  ESSAYS.  First  Series  No.  73 

‘The  prose  of  Sir  Edmund  Gosse  is  as  rich  in  the  colour  of 
young  imagination  as  in  the  mellow  harmony  of  judgment. 
Sir  Edmund  Gosse ’s  literary  kit-kats  will  continue  to  be  read 
with  avidity  long  after  the  greater  part  of  the  academic  criticism 
of  the  century  is  swept  away  upon  the  lumber-heap.’  Daily 
Telegraph 

SELECTED  ESSAYS.  Second  Series  No.  81 

A  second  volume  of  essays  personally  chosen  by  Sir  Edmund 
Gosse  from  the  wide  field  of  his  literary  work.  One  is  delighted 
with  the  width  of  his  appreciation  which  enables  him  to  write 
with  equal  charm  on  Wycherley  and  on  How  to  Read  the  Bible. 

GRAHAM,  Stephen 

A  PRIVATE  IN  THE  GUARDS  No.  89 

In  his  own  experiences  as  a  soldier  Stephen  Graham  has  con¬ 
served  the  half-forgotten  emotions  of  a  nation  in  arms.  Above 
all.  he  makes  us  feel  the  stark  brutality  and  horror  of  actual  war, 
the  valour  which  is  more  than  valour. 

HAMILTON,  Mary  Agnes 

THOMAS  CARLYLE  No.  157 

Although  not  a  formal  biography,  being  more  concerned  with 
the  mind  of  the  man,  as  revealed  in  his  writing,  than  with  the 
external  incidents  of  bis  life,  it  sets  both  Carlyle  and  Jane  Welsh 
before  the  reader  in  an  outline  that  is  alive  and  challenging. 
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HASTINGS,  A.  C.  G. 

NIGERIAN  DAYS.  With  an  Introduction  by  r.  b. 

CUNNINGHAME  GRAHAM  No.  I5I 

Written  with  great  sincerity  and  with  equal  modesty,  it  is  the 
record  of  eighteen  long  years  spent  on  the  confines  of  the 
Empire,  a  book  devoid  of  bombast,  and  without  the  cheap 
expression  of  opinion  of  the  average  globe-trotter. 

HEARN,  Lafcadio 

GLEANINGS  IN  BUDDHA-FIELDS  No.  42 

A  book  which  is  readable  from  the  first  page  to  the  last,  and  is 
full  of  suggestive  thought,  the  essays  on  Japanese  religious 
belief  calling  for  special  praise  for  the  earnest  spirit  in  which  the 
subject  is  approached. 

GLIMPSES  OF  UNFAMILIAR  JAPAN.  First  Series  No.  57 
Most  books  written  about  Japan  have  been  superficial  sketches 
of  a  passing  traveller.  Of  the  inner  life  of  the  Japanese  we  know 
practically  nothing.  Lafcadio  Flearn  reveals  something  of  the 
people  and  their  customs  as  they  are. 

GLIMPSES  OF  UNFAMILIAR  JAPAN.  Second  Series  No.  58 
Sketches  by  an  acute  observer  and  a  master  of  English  prose,  of 
a  nation  in  transition  — of  the  lingering  remains  of  Old  Japan, 
to-day  only  a  memory,  of  its  gardens,  its  beliefs,  customs,  gods 
and  devils,  of  its  wonderful  kindliness  and  charm  — and  of  the 
New  Japan,  struggling  against  odds  towards  new  ideals. 

KWAIDAN.  Stories  No.  44 

The  marvellous  tales  which  Mr.  Hearn  has  told  in  this  volume 
illustrate  the  wonder-loving  tendency  of  the  Japanese.  The 
stories  are  of  goblins,  fairies  and  sprites,  with  here  and  there  an 
adventure  into  the  field  of  unveiled  supernaturalism. 

OUT  OF  THE  EAST  No.  43 

Mr.  Hearn  has  written  many  books  about  Japan;  he  is  satur¬ 
ated  with  the  essence  of  its  beauty,  and  in  this  book  the  light 
and  colour  and  movement  of  that  land  drips  from  his  pen  in 
every  delicately  conceived  and  finely  written  sentence. 

KOKORO  No.  172 

The  heart,  the  inner  meaning— that  is  the  meaning  of  the 
Japanese  word  of  the  title.  And  it  is  the  heart  and  inner  meaning 
of  Japan  that  Lafcadio  Hearn  recorded  in  the  clear,  musical 
prose  of  his  essays. 
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HEMINGWAY,  Ernest.  Author  of  A  Farewell  to  Arms 

MEN  WITHOUT  WOMEN.  Stories  No.  159 

‘Mr.  Hemingway  has  the  art  of  making  what  he  describes  take 
place  before  our  eyes,  as  if  we  saw  it  upon  the  stage.  Brilliant 
is  not  a  brilliant  enough  word  for  it.’  Daily  News 

HEYWARD,  Du  Bose 

PORG Y.  A  Tale  No.  8 5 

This  fascinating  book  gives  a  vivid  and  intimate  insight  into  the 
lives  of  a  group  of  American  negroes,  from  whom  Porgy  stands 
out,  rich  in  humour  and  tragedy. 

HINDUS,  Maurice 

BROKEN  EARTH  No.  174 

This  is  a  very  human  book.  It  deals  with  one  of  the  most 
exciting  periods  in  the  history  of  the  Russian  village— a  period 
of  universal  heart-searching  with  peasants  as  ever  giving  free 
vent  to  their  thoughts  and  troubles.  Like  Red  Bread,  the  scene 
of  Broken  Earth  is  laid  in  the  author’s  native  village. 

HOULT,  Norah 

POOR  WOMEN  No.  168 

‘I  know  of  nothing  written  in  late  years  with  which  to  compare 
them.  They  are  the  unique  manifestations  which  genius  always 
gives  us.  Norah  Hoult’s  gift  for  narrative  is  the  right  magic  for 
story  telling.’  H.  M.  Tomlinson 

HOUSMAN,  Laurence 

ANGELS  AND  MINISTERS,  AND  OTHER 
PLAYS.  Imaginary  portraits  of  political  characters 
done  in  dialogue — Queen  Victoria,  Disraeli,  Gladstone, 

Parnell,  Joseph  Chamberlain  and  Woodrow  Wilson  No.  17 

‘It  is  all  so  good  that  one  is  tempted  to  congratulate  Mr.  Housman 
on  a  true  masterpiece.’  Times. 

HOWE,  E.  W. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  COUNTRY  TOWN.  With  an 

Introduction  by  BRAND  WHITLOCK  No.  192 

This  American  classic  brings  alive  the  old-fashioned  American 
of  last  century,  God-fearing,  honest,  solid  and  not  uncultivated. 
Critics  of  modern  American  life  might  well  read  this  book  to 
get  their  views  into  true  perspective. 
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HUDDLESTON,  Sisley 

FRANCE  AND  THE  FRENCH.  A  study  No.  86 

‘His  book  is  a  repository  of  facts  marshalled  with  judgment;  as 
such  it  should  assist  in  clearing  away  a  whole  maze  of  mis¬ 
conceptions  and  prejudices,  and  serve  as  a  sort  of  pocket 
encyclopaedia  of  modern  France.’  Times  Literary  Supplement 

HUDSON,  W.  H. 

MEN,  BOOKS  AND  BIRDS  :  Letters  to  a  Friend. 

With  Notes,  some  Letters,  and  an  Introduction  by 
MORLEY  ROBERTS  No.  1 12 

An  important  collection  of  letters  from  the  naturalist  to  his 
friend,  literary  executor  and  fellow  author,  Morley  Roberts, 
covering  a  period  of  twenty-five  years. 

JEWETT,  Sarah  Orne 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  POINTED  FIRS.  Stories  No.  28 

‘The  young  student  of  American  literature  in  the  far  distant 
future  will  take  up  this  book  and  say  “a  masterpiece!”  as 
proudly  as  if  he  had  made  it.  It  will  be  a  message  in  a  universal 
language— the  one  message  that  even  the  scythe  of  Time  spares.’ 
From  the  Preface  by  willa  cather 

JOHNSON,  Samuel 

A  JOURNEY  TO  THE  WESTERN  ISLANDS  OF 

SCOTLAND.  With  a  foreword  by  D.  L.  Murray  No.  162 
‘To  Scotland  however  he  ventured;  and  he  returned  from  it  in 
great  good  humour,  with  his  prejudices  much  lessened,  and 
with  very  grateful  feelings  of  the  hospitality  with  which  he  was 
treated;  as  is  evident  from  that  admirable  work  his  Journey  to 
the  Western  Islands  of  Scotland.'  BOSWELL 

JONES,  Henry  Festing 

DIVERSIONS  IN  SICILY.  Travel  impressions  No.  120 

Shortly  before  his  death,  Mr.  Festing  Jones  chose  out  Diver¬ 
sions  in  Sicily  for  reprinting  from  among  his  three  books  of 
mainly  Sicilian  sketches  and  studies.  These  chapters,  as  well 
as  any  that  he  wrote,  recapture  the  wisdom,  charm  and  humour 
of  their  author. 
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JOYCE,  James 

DUBLINERS.  A  volume  of  Stories  No.  14 

A  collection  of  fifteen  short  stories  by  the  author  of  Ulysses. 
They  are  all  of  them  brave,  relentless  and  sympathetic  pictures 
of  Dublin  life;  realistic,  perhaps,  but  not  crude;  analytical, 
but  not  repugnant. 

A  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  ARTIST  AS  A  YOUNG 
MAN.  A  novel  No.  155 

‘It  is  a  book  to  buy  and  read.  Its  claim  to  be  literature  is  as 
good  as  the  claim  of  the  last  book  of  Gulliver’s  Travels.  It  is 
by  far  the  most  living  and  convincing  picture  that  exists  of  an 
Irish  Catholic  upbringing.  The  technique  is  startling.  ...  A 
most  memorable  novel.’  h.  G.  wells 


KALLAS,  Aino 

THE  WHITE  SHIP.  Stories.  With  an  Introduction 

by  JOHN  GALSWORTHY  No.  24 

‘The  writer  has  an  extraordinary  sense  of  atmosphere.’  Times 
Literary  Supplement 

‘Stories  told  convincingly  and  well,  with  a  keen  perception  for 
natural  beauty.’  Nation 

KOMROFF,  Manuel 

CONTEMPORARIES  OF  MARCO  POLO  No.  123 

This  volume  comprises  the  Travel  Records  in  the  Eastern  parts 
of  the  world  of  William  of  Rubruck  (1253—5),  the  Journey  of 
John  of  Pian  de  Carpini  (1245-7),  the  Journey  of  Friar  Odoric 
(1 3 1 8—30).  They  describe  the  marvels  and  wonders  of  Asia 
under  the  Khans. 

THE  TRAVELS  OF  MARCO  POLO  No.  59 

When  Marco  Polo  arrived  at  the  court  of  the  Great  Khan 
Pekin  had  just  been  rebuilt.  Kublai  Khan  was  at  the  height  of 
his  glory.  Polo  rose  rapidly  in  favour  and  became  governor 
of  an  important  district.  In  this  way  he  gained  first-hand 
knowledge  of  a  great  civilisation  and  described  it  with  astound¬ 
ing  accuracy  and  detail. 
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LAWRENCE,  A.  W.,  edited  by 

CAPTIVES  OF  TIPU.  Survivors’  Narratives  No.  125 

In  addition  to  the  well-known  stories  of  Bristow  and  Scurry,  a 
soldier  and  a  seaman,  who  were  forcibly  Mohammedanised  and 
retained  in  the  service  of  Mysore  till  their  escape  after  ten  years, 
extracts  are  given  from  an  officer’s  diary  of  his  close  imprison¬ 
ment  at  Seringapatam. 

THE  WRECK  OF  THE  MEDUSA.  The  Narratives 

of  Dard,  Correard  and  Savigny  No.  163 

In  1816  a  French  warship  ran  aground  upon  an  African  reef. 
There  was  no  immediate  danger,  yet  mismanagement  and 
aimless  panic  developed  a  series  of  savageries  perhaps  un¬ 
equalled  in  men  of  this  civilisation.  After  the  desertion  of 
comrades  and  the  wanton  destruction  of  food  and  drink,  follow 
suicide,  murder  and  cannibalism,  mutiny  and  calculated 
massacre,  on  a  half-submerged  and  broken  raft. 

LAWRENCE,  D.  H. 

TWILIGHT  IN  ITALY.  Travel  essays  No.  19 

This  volume  of  travel  vignettes  in  North  Italy  was  first  pub¬ 
lished  in  1916.  In  Twilight  in  Italy  will  be  found  all  the 
freshness  and  vigour  of  outlook  which  made  the  author  a  force 
in  literature. 

LAWSON,  Henry 

WHILE  THE  BILLY  BOILS.  First  Series  No.  38 

These  stories  are  written  by  the  O.  Henry  of  Australia.  They 
tell  of  men  and  dogs,  of  cities  and  plains,  of  gullies  and  ridges, 
of  sorrow  and  happiness,  and  of  the  fundamental  goodness  that 
is  hidden  in  the  most  unpromising  of  human  soil. 

WHILE  THE  BILLY  BOILS.  Second  Series  No.  39 

Mr.  Lawson  has  the  uncanny  knack  of  making  the  people  he 
writes  about  almost  violently  alive.  Whether  he  tells  of  jacker- 
00s,  bush  children  or  drovers’  wives,  each  one  lingers  in  the 
memory"  long  after  we  have  closed  the  book. 

LESLIE,  Shane 

THE  END  OF  A  CHAPTER  No.  no 

In  this,  his  most  famous  book,  Mr.  Shane  Leslie  has  preserved 
for  future  generations  the  essence  of  the  pre-war  epoch,  its 
institutions  and  individuals.  He  writes  of  Eton,  of  the  Empire, 
of  Post-Victorianism,  of  the  Politicians.  .  .  .  And  whatever 
he  touches  upon,  he  brilliantly  interprets. 
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LINKLATER,  Eric 

WHITE-MAA’S  SAGA  No.  180 

‘Mr.  Linklater  has  a  way  with  him.  He  has  wit  and  insight  and 
an  unfamiliar  background  to  help  him.  .  .  .  What  he  has 
done,  and  done  remarkably  well,  is  to  tell  the  plain  tale  of  a 
young  man  from  Orkney  who,  after  fighting  in  France,  tries 
to  become  a  doctor,  fails,  and  finds  something  like  happiness 
in  another  direction.’  Sunday  Times 

LITHGOW,  William 

RARE  ADVENTURES  AND  PAINEFULL 
PEREGRINATIONS  (1582-1645).  Edited  and 
with  Introduction  by  b.  i.  Lawrence  No.  109 

This  is  a  book  of  a  seventeenth-century  Scotchman  who  walked 
over  the  Levant,  North  Africa  and  most  of  Europe,  including 
Spain,  where  he  was  tortured  by  the  Inquisition.  An  un¬ 
scrupulous  man,  full  of  curiosity,  his  comments  are  diverting 
and  penetrating,  his  adventures  remarkable. 

LUBBOCK,  Percy 

EARLHAM.  A  portrait  No.  6 

‘The  book  seems  too  intimate  to  be  reviewed.  We  want  to  be 
allowed  to  read  it,  and  to  dream  over  it,  and  keep  silence  about 
it.  His  judgment  is  perfect,  his  humour  is  true  and  ready;  his 
touch  light  and  prim;  his  prose  is  exact  and  clean  and  full  of 
music.’  Times 

ROMAN  PICTURES.  Studies  No.  21 

Pictures  of  life  as  it  is  lived  — or  has  been  or  might  be  lived  — 
among  the  pilgrims  and  colonists  in  Rome  of  more  or  less 
English  speech.  ‘A  book  of  whimsical  originality  and  exquisite 
workmanship,  and  worthy  of  one  of  the  best  prose  writers  of 
our  time.’  Sunday  Times 

THE  CRAFT  OF  FICTION.  Critical  essays  No.  5 

‘No  more  substantial  or  more  charming  volume  of  criticism 
has  been  published  in  our  time.’  Observer 
‘To  say  that  this  is  the  best  book  on  the  subject  is  probably  true; 
but  it  is  more  to  the  point  to  say  that  it  is  the  only  one.’  Times 
Literary  Supplement 
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LYND,  Robert 

BOOKS  AND  AUTHORS.  Critical  essays  No.  135 

Among  the  modern  writers  we  have  appreciations  of  Mr.  Max 
Beerbohm,  Mr.  Arnold  Bennett  and  Mr.  H.  M.  Tomlinson, 
while  Herrick,  Keats,  Charles  Lamb  and  Hawthorne  are  a  few 
of  the  classical  writers  who  are  criticised  in  the  book. 

MACDONALD,  The  Rt.  Hon.  J.  Ramsay 

WANDERINGS  AND  EXCURSIONS.  Essays'  No.  132 
Mr.  Ramsay  MacDonald  has  been  a  wide  traveller  and  reader, 
and  has  an  uncommon  power  of  bringing  an  individual  eye— 
the  eye  of  the  artist— to  bear  upon  whatever  he  sees. 

MACHEN,  Arthur 

DOG  AND  DUCK.  Essays  No.  15 

‘As  a  literary  artist,  Mr.  Arthur  Machen  has  few  living  equals, 
and  that  is  very  far  indeed  from  being  his  only,  or  even  his 
greatest,  claim  on  the  suffrages  of  English  readers.’  Sunday 
Times 

MASEFIELD,  John 

CAPTAIN  MARGARET.  A  Novel  No.  35 

‘His  style  is  crisp,  curt  and  vigorous.  He  has  the  Stevensonian 
sea-swagger,  the  Stevensonian  sense  of  beauty  and  poetic  spirit. 
Mr.  Masefield’s  descriptions  ring  true  and  his  characters  carry 
conviction.’  The  Observer 

MASON,  Arthur 

THE  FLYING  BO’SUN.  A  Tale  No.  47 

‘What  makes  the  book  remarkable  is  the  imaginative  power 
which  has  re-created  these  events  so  vividly  that  even  the  super¬ 
natural  ones  come  with  the  shock  and  the  conviction  with  which 
actual  supernatural  events  might  come.’  From  the  Introduction 
by  EDWIN  MUIR 

WIDE  SEAS  AND  MANY  LANDS.  Reminiscences 

With  an  Introduction  by  Maurice  baring  No.  7 

‘This  is  an  extremely  entertaining,  and  at  the  same  time  moving, 
book.  We  are  in  the  presence  of  a  born  writer.  We  read  with 
the  same  mixture  of  amazement  and  delight  that  fills  us  through¬ 
out  a  Conrad  novel.’  New  Statesman 
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MAUGHAM,  W.  Somerset 

LIZA  OF  LAMBETH.  A  Tale  No.  141 

Liza  of  Lambeth  is  Mr.  Somerset  Maugham’s  first  novel,  and 
its  publication  decided  the  whole  course  of  his  life.  For  if  it 
had  not  succeeded  its  author  could  not  have  turned  from 
medicine  to  letters.  The  story  reflects  much  of  the  experience 
which  Mr.  Maugham  gathered  when  he  worked  in  the  slums 
of  the  East  End  as  a  doctor. 

ON  A  CHINESE  SCREEN.  Sketches  No.  31 

A  collection  of  sketches  of  life  in  China.  Mr.  Somerset 
Maugham  writes  with  equal  certainty  and  vigour  whether  his 
characters  are  Chinese  or  European. 

THE  CASUARINA  TREE.  Stories  No.  92 

Intensely  dramatic  stories  in  which  the  stain  of  the  East  falls 
deeply  on  the  lives  of  English  men  and  women.  On  passion  and 
its  culminating  tragedy  he  looks  with  unmoved  detachment, 
ringing  the  changes  without  comment  and  yet  with  little 
cynicism. 


THE  MOON  AND  SIXPENCE.  A  Novel  No.  91 

‘Mr.  Maugham  has  given  us  a  ruthless  and  penetrating  study  in 
personality  with  a  savage  truthfulness  of  delineation  and  an  icy 
contempt  for  the  heroic  and  the  sentimental.’  The  Times 

THE  GENTLEMAN  IN  THE  PARLOUR  No.  179 

‘Mr.  Maugham  recently  travelled  from  Rangoon  by  river  to 
Mandalay,  on  horseback  through  the  mountains  and  forests  of 
the  Shan  States  to  Bangkok  and  by  sea  to  Haiphong.  Result: 
The  Gentleman  in  the  Parlour,  a  desultory  sketch  book,  very 
little  descriptive  of  the  conventional  “sights”  but  occupied,  to 
our  richer  delight,  with  personal  encounters  and  reflections  by 
the  way.  These  are  the  things  that  give  every  journey  unique 
value;  but  only  the  artist  is  sufficiently  aware  of  that  to  shed 
the  rest  and  keep  only  them.’  HORACE  THOROGOOD  in  the 
Evening  Standard 
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MENCKEN,  H.  L. 

IN  DEFENCE  OF  WOMEN  No.  50 

All  I  design  by  the  book  is  to  set  down  in  more  or  less  plain 
form  certain  ideas  that  practically  every  civilised  man  and 
woman  hold  in  petto ,  but  that  have  been  concealed  hitherto  by 
the  vast  mass  of  sentimentalities  swathing  the  whole  woman 
question.’  From  the  Author's  Introduction 

SELECTED  PREJUDICES.  First  Series.  A  Book  of 
Essays.  JVo.  8 

‘He  is  exactly  the  kind  of  man  we  are  needing,  an  iconoclast,  a 
scoffer  at  ideals,  a  critic  with  whips  and  scorpions  who  does 
not  hesitate  to  deal  with  literary,  social  and  political  humbug 
in  the  one  slashing  fashion.’  English  Review 

SELECTED  PREJUDICES.  Second  Series  No.  60 

‘What  a  master  of  the  straight  left  in  appreciation!  Everybody 
who  wishes  to  see  how  common  sense  about  books  and  authors 
can  be  made  exhilarating  should  acquire  this  delightful  book.’ 
Morning  Post 

MEREZHKOVSKY,  Dmitri 

DECEMBER  THE  FOURTEENTH.  A  Novel 
Translated  from  the  Russian  by  NATALIE  duddington 
With  an  Introduction  by  mary  agnes  Hamilton  No.  156 

‘It  lives  on  its  own  account,  and  is  as  wildly  exciting  as  the 
story  of  a  conspiracy  can  be,  but  it  has  certain  universal 
qualities.  It  becomes  as  you  read,  not  simply  an  historically 
accurate  picture  of  a  particular  revolt,  but  a  picture  of  all 
resistance  to  all  tyrants  throughout  the  ages.’  DAVID  garnett 

MEYNELL,  Alice 

WAYFARING.  Essays  No.  133 

‘Her  essays  have  the  merit  of  saying  just  enough  of  the  subject, 
and  they  can  be  read  repeatedly.  The  surprise  coming  from 
that  combined  grace  of  manner  and  sanity  of  thought  is  like 
one’s  dream  of  what  the  recognition  of  a  new  truth  would  be.’ 
Some  of  the  essays  so  described  by  George  Meredith  are  here 
collected  in  book-form  for  the  first  time. 
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MILES,  Hamish 

SELECTIONS  FROM  BYRON.  Poetry  and  Prose  No.  154 

Byron’s  poetry,  the  core  of  his  legend  and  so  often  the  mirror  of 
his  life,  is  too  often  left  unread.  This  selection,  which  includes 
some  examples  of  his  prose,  is  designed  to  show  not  only  how 
his  verse  reflects  the  drama  of  Byron’s  own  life,  but  also  how 
brilliantly  Byron  diagnosed  the  evils  of  the  post-war  era  in 
which  his  stirring  life  was  spent. 


MITCHISON,  Naomi 

CLOUD  CUCKOO  LAND.  A  Novel  of  Sparta  No.  88 

‘Rich  and  frank  in  passions,  and  rich,  too,  in  the  detail  which 
helps  to  make  feigned  life  seem  real.’  Times  Literary  Supple¬ 
ment 

WHEN  THE  BOUGH  BREAKS.  Stories  of  the  time 

when  Rome  was  crumbling  to  ruin  No.  46 

‘Interesting,  delightful  and  fresh  as  morning  dew.  The  con¬ 
noisseur  in  short  stories  will  turn  to  some  pages  in  this  volume 
again  and  again  with  renewed  relish.’  Times  Literary  Supple¬ 
ment 

BLACK  SPARTA.  Stories  of  Sparta  and  Athens  .No.  158 
‘Her  touch  is  sure,  her  description  admirable.  The  reader  gets 
a  whiff  of  crushed  thyme  and  of  dew  on  dust  as  the  author  tells 
of  Pindar’s  poetic  adventure  into  Thessaly.’  Times 


MONTAGU,  Lady  Mary  Wortley 

THE  TRAVEL  LETTERS  OF  LADY  MARY 
WORTLEY  MONTAGU.  Edited  by  a.  w. 

LAWRENCE  No.  143 

In  the  words  of  Tobias  Smollett:  ‘These  Letters  will  show,  as 
long  as  the  English  language  endures,  the  sprightliness  of  her 
wit,  the  solidity  of  her  judgment,  the  elegance  of  her  taste,  and 
the  excellence  of  her  real  character.  They  are  so  bewitchingly 
entertaining,  that  we  defy  the  most  phlegmatic  man  on  earth 
to  read  one  without  going  through  with  them.’ 


MOORE,  George 

CONFESSIONS  OF  A  YOUNG  MAN  No.  76 

‘Mr.  Moore,  true  to  his  period  and  to  his  genius,  stripped  him¬ 
self  of  everything  that  might  stand  between  him  and  the 
achievement  of  his  artistic  object.  He  does  not  ask  you  to 
admire  this  George  Moore.  He  merely  asks  you  to  observe 
him  beyond  good  and  evil  as  a  constant  plucked  from  the 
bewildering  flow  of  eternity.’  HUMBERT  wolfe 

MORAND,  Paul 

OPEN  ALL  NIGHT  No.  175 

Six  sketches  in  post-war  feminine  psychology.  M.  Morand’s 
young  ladies,  whether  of  Barcelona  or  Constantinople,  Rome  or 
Paris,  Buda  Pesth  or  Scandinavia,  are  all  well  worth  meeting  — 
in  print. 

‘The  most  interesting  book  by  a  young  French  author  we 
have  seen  for  many  months.’  j.  Middleton  murry  in  the 
Nation 

‘I  must  regard  this  book  as  a  great  literary  event  and  a  great 
literary  guide  in  the  darkness  of  present-day  Europe.’  T.  P. 
O’CONNOR  in  Cassell’s  Weekly 

CLOSED  ALL  NIGHT  No.  176 

The  masculine  pendant  to  Open  All  Night,  showing  the  post¬ 
war  man  in  Dublin,  in  Berlin,  in  Paris  and  in  London.  An 
Irish  poet  turned  politician,  an  ex-officer  of  the  Prussian 
Guard,  and  a  Syrian  who  mends  the  complexions  and  repairs 
the  bodies  of  London  ladies;  these  and  others  appear  in  M. 
Morand’s  lively  pages. 

‘It  is  a  sign  of  the  times  that  M.  Morand  should  be  so  naturally 
included  with  the  immortals,  but  no  one  who  has  revelled  in  his 
peculiar  talent  would  deny  him  that  privilege.’  Times 

MORLEY,  Christopher 

SAFETY  PINS.  Essays.  With  an  Introduction  by 

H.  M.  TOMLINSON  No.  98 

Mr.  Morley  is  an  author  who  is  content  to  move  among  his 
fellows,  to  note,  to  reflect,  and  to  write  genially  and  urbanely; 
to  love  words  for  their  sound  as  well  as  for  their  value  in  ex¬ 
pression  of  thought. 
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MORLEY,  Christopher 

THUNDER  ON  THE  LEFT.  A  Novel  No.  90 

‘It  is  personal  to  every  reader,  it  will  become  for  every  one  a 
reflection  of  himself.  I  fancy  that  here,  as  always  where  work 
is  fine  and  true,  the  author  has  created  something  not  as  he 
would  but  as  he  must,  and  is  here  an  interpreter  of  a  world 
more  wonderful  than  he  himself  knows.’  HUGH  walpole 

WHERE  THE  BLUE  BEGINS.  A  Fantasy  No.  74 

‘Mr.  Morley  is  a  master  of  consequent  inconsequence.  His 
humour  and  irony  are  excellent,  and  his  satire  is  only  the  more 
salient  for  the  delicate  and  ingenuous  fantasy  in  which  it  is  set.’ 
Manchester  Guardian 

MURRAY,  D.  L. 

CANDLES  AND  CRINOLINES.  Essays  No.  149 

Mr.  Murray’s  sub-acid  Tory  satisfaction  enlivens  the  historical 
essays,  his  sanity  and  penetration  make  memorable  the  books  he 
discusses,  while  the  unfailing  charm  of  his  style  suffuses  the 
reader  of  his  miscellaneous  pieces  with  mood  and  sentiment 
such  as  might  be  evolved  from  the  glow  of  candles  upon  crino¬ 
lines. 

MURRAY,  Max 

THE  WORLD’S  BACK  DOORS.  Adventures,  With 

an  Introduction  by  hector  bolitho  No.  61 

His  journey  round  the  world  was  begun  with  about  enough 
money  to  buy  one  meal,  and  continued  for  66,000  miles.  There 
are  periods  as  a  longshoreman  and  as  a  sailor,  and  a  Chinese 
guard  and  a  night  watchman,  and  as  a  hobo. 

MURRY,  J.  Middleton 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  AN  INTELLECTUAL  No.  62 
These  essays  were  written  during  and  immediately  after  the 
Great  War.  The  author  says  that  they  record  the  painful  stages 
by  which  he  passed  from  the  so-called  intellectual  state  to  the 
state  of  being  what  he  now  considers  to  be  a  reasonable  man. 

DISCOVERIES  No.  152 

These  essays  are  an  attempt  to  make  plain  some  of  the  under¬ 
lying  motives  of  great  literature.  Shakespeare  holds  the  chief 
place  in  the  book.  In  the  essays  on  Tchekov  and  Russian  Litera¬ 
ture ;  on  Herman  Melville  and  American  Poetry ;  on  Marcel 
Proust—  the  same  fundamental  pre-occupation,  to  discover 
la  vraie  vie,  is  shown  at  work. 
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NICHOLS,  Beverley 

TWENTY-FIVE.  An  Autobiography  No.  147 

‘I  have  read  every  word  of  it.  It  has  life  and  good  nature.  It  is 
full  of  fun  written  with  an  easy,  vivid  English.’  somerset 
Maugham  in  The  Sunday  Times 

O’DONNELL,  Peadar 

ISLANDERS  No_ 

Mr.  Peadar  O  Donnell  has,  as  Mr.  Robert  Lynd  truly  says, 
brought  a  family  to  life  in  his  novel  Islanders.  .  .  .  The 
curtain  is  lifted  on  the  rough  heroic  struggle  for  existence  of  a 
community  of  Irish  fishermen  off  the  western  coast,  and  we  are 
privileged  for  a  brief  space  to  join  them  in  their  griefs  and 
pleasures  as  one  of  themselves.  ...  It  is  excellent  to  find  a 
book  in  which  there  is  no  more  straining  after  effect  than  there 
is  in  the  best  of  Wordsworth’s  sonnets.  There  is  no  hint  of 
mere  cleverness  from  beginning  to  end.’  Daily  Telegraph 

O’FLAHERTY,  Liam 

SPRING  SOWING.  Stories  No.  26 

‘Nothing  seems  to  escape  Mr.  O’Flaherty ’s  eye;  his  brain  turns 
all  things  to  drama;  and  his  vocabulary  is  like  a  river  in  spate. 
Spring  Sowing  is  a  book  to  buy,  or  to  borrow,  or,  yes,  to  steal.’ 
Bookman 

THE  BLACK  SOUL.  A  Novel  No.  99 

'The  Black  Soul  overwhelms  one  like  a  storm.  .  .  .  Nothing 
like  it  has  been  written  by  any  Irish  writer.’  'IE’  in  The  Irish 
Statesman 

THE  INFORMER.  A  Novel  No.  128 

This  realistic  novel  of  the  Dublin  underworld  is  generally  con¬ 
ceded  to  be  Mr.  O’Flaherty ’s  most  outstanding  book.  It  is  to 
be  produced  as  a  film  by  British  International  Pictures,  who 
regard  it  as  one  of  the  most  ambitious  of  their  efforts. 

TWO  YEARS  No.  190 

Although  it  is  a  true  autobiography  this  book  reads  like 
fiction,  carrying  one  at  incredible  speed  from  one  country  to 
another,  through  multitudes  of  (very)  odd  jobs,  in  and  out  of 
brothels,  taverns  and  dens  of  vice.  The  writer  finds  time  between 
accounts  of  his  extraordinary  adventures  to  pass  judgment  on 
practically  everything  discussed  on  a  golf  course,  in  a  United 
Services  Club  or  in  a  Bloomsbury  Studio. 
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O’NEILL,  Eugene 

THE  MOON  OF  THE  CARIBBEES,  AND  OTHER 
PLAYS  OF  THE  SEA.  With  an  Introduction  by 
ST.  JOHN  ERVINE  No.  Il6 

‘Mr.  O’Neill  is  immeasurably  the  most  interesting  man  of  letters 
that  America  has  produced  since  the  death  of  Walt  Whitman.’ 
From  the  Introduction 

O’SHAUGHNESSY,  Edith 

VIENNESE  MEDLEY.  A  Novel  No.  51 

‘It  is  told  with  infinite  tenderness,  with  many  touches  of  grave 
or  poignant  humour,  in  a  very  beautiful  book,  which  no  lover  of 
fiction  should  allow  to  pass  unread.  A  book  which  sets  its 
writer  definitely  in  the  first  rank  of  living  English  novelists.’ 
Sunday  Times 

PATER,  Walter 

MARIUS  THE  EPICUREAN  No.  23 

Walter  Pater  was  at  the  same  time  a  scholar  of  w'ide  sympathies 
and  a  master  of  the  English  language.  He  describes  with  rare 
delicacy  of  feeling  and  insight  the  religious  and  philosophic 
tendencies  of  the  Roman  Empire  at  the  time  of  Antoninus  Pius 
as  they  affected  the  mind  and  life  of  the  story’s  hero. 

THE  RENAISSANCE  No.  63 

This  English  classic  contains  studies  of  those  ‘supreme  artists’ 
Michelangelo  and  Da  Vinci,  and  of  Botticelli,  Della  Robia, 
Mirandola,  and  others,  who  ‘have  a  distinct  faculty  of  their 
own  by  which  they  convey  to  us  a  peculiar  quality  of  pleasure 
which  we  cannot  get  elsewhere.’ 

PICKTHALL,  Marmaduke 

ORIENTAL  ENCOUNTERS  No.  103 

In  Oriental  Encounters ,  Mr.  Pickthall  relives  his  earlier  man¬ 
hood’s  discovery  of  Arabia  and  sympathetic  encounters  with 
the  Eastern  mind.  He  is  one  of  the  few  travellers  who  really 
bridges  the  racial  gulf. 

POWELL,  Sydney  Walter 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  WANDERER  No.  64 

Throwing  up  a  position  in  the  Civil  Service  in  Natal  because  he 
preferred  movement  and  freedom  to  monotony  and  security,  the 
author  started  his  wanderings  by  enlisting  in  an  Indian  Ambu¬ 
lance  Corps  in  the  South  African  War.  Afterwards  he  wandered 
all  over  the  world. 
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POWYS,  Llewelyn 

BLACK  LAUGHTER  No.  127 

Black  Laughter  is  a  kind  of  Robinson  Crusoe  of  the  continent  of 
Africa.  You  actually  share  the  sensations  of  a  sensitive  and 
artistic  nature  suddenly  transplanted  from  a  peaceful  English 
village  into  the  heart  of  Africa. 

PROWSE,  R.  O. 

A  GIFT  OF  THE  DUSK.  With  an  Introduction  by 

J.  MIDDLETON  MURRY  No.  178 

The  scene  is  a  retreat  among  Swiss  mountains,  a  place  of  sun¬ 
light  and  a  place  of  exile,  the  life  of  which  is  depicted  as  it  is 
really  lived  beneath  the  blinds  of  the  sunlit  balconies.  It  is  the 
story  of  two  people  who,  in  a  companionship  intimate  as  their 
loneliness,  poignant  as  their  need,  discover  the  gift  that  the 
dusk  of  their  lives  has  to  give. 

RANSOME,  Arthur 

RACUNDRA’S  FIRST  CRUISE  No.  65 

‘His  experiences  and  adventures  in  fair  and  dirty  weather,  the 
places  he  visited,  the  primitive  life  of  the  Esthonian  islanders, 
some  extraordinarily  beautiful  anecdotes,  and  the  charm  and 
humour  of  Mr.  Ransome’s  writing,  form  a  book  of  which  there 
is  little  more  to  be  said  than  that  it  is  delightful— a  pleasure  to 
read  from  beginning  to  end.’  The  Spectator 

READE,  Winwood 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MAN  No.  66 

‘Few  sketches  of  universal  history  by  one  single  author  have 
been  written.  One  book  that  has  influenced  me  very  strongly 
is  The  Martyrdom  of  Man.  This  “dates,”  as  people  say  nowa¬ 
days,  and  it  has  a  fine  gloom  of  its  own;  but  it  is  still  an  extra¬ 
ordinarily  inspiring  presentation  of  human  history  as  one 
consistent  process.’  H.  G.  WELLS  in  An  Outline  of  History 

REYNOLDS,  Stephen 

A  POOR  MAN’S  HOUSE  No.  93 

Vivid  and  intimate  pictures  of  a  Devonshire  fisherman  s  life. 
‘Compact,  harmonious,  without  a  single — I  won  t  say  false — 
but  uncertain  note,  true  in  aim,  sentiment  and  expression,  pre¬ 
cise  and  imaginative,  never  precious,  but  containing  here  and 
there  an  absolutely  priceless  phrase.  .  .  .’  JOSEPH  conrad 
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RIESENBERG,  Felix 

SHIPMATES.  Seafaring  portraits  No.  107 

A  collection  of  intimate  character-portraits  of  men  with  whom 
the  author  has  sailed  on  many  voyages.  The  sequence  of  studies 
blends  into  a  fascinating  panorama  of  living  characters. 

ROBERTS,  Captain  George 

A  SERIES  OF  UNCOMMON  EVENTS  No.  40 

The  Manner  of  his  being  taken  by  Three  Pyrate  Ships  which, 
after  having  plundered  him,  and  detained  him  10  Days,  put 
him  aboard  his  own  Sloop,  without  Provisions,  Water,  etc. 

The  Hardships  he  endur’d  for  above  20  Days,  ’till  he  arriv’d  at 
the  Island  of  St.  Nicholas,  from  whence  he  was  blown  off  to  Sea; 
and  after  Four  Days  of  Difficulty  and  Distress,  was  Ship¬ 
wreck’d  on  the  Unfrequented  Island  of  St.  John. 

ROBINSON,  James  Harvey 

THE  MIND  IN  THE  MAKING.  An  Essay  No.  9 

‘For  me,  I  think  James  Harvey  Robinson  is  going  to  be  almost 
as  important  as  was  Huxley  in  my  adolescence,  and  W’illiam 
James  in  later  years.  It  is  a  cardinal  book.  I  question  whether 
in  the  long  run  people  may  not  come  to  it,  as  making  a  new 
initiative  into  the  world’s  thoughts  and  methods.’  From  the 
Introduction  by  H.  G.  WELLS 

ROSEBERY,  The  Earl  of 

NAPOLEON:  THE  LAST  PHASE  No.  96 

Of  books  and  memoirs  about  Napoleon  there  is  indeed  no  end, 
but  of  the  veracious  books  such  as  this  there  are  remarkably  few. 
It  aims  to  penetrate  the  deliberate  darkness  which  surrounds  the 
last  act  of  the  Napoleonic  drama. 

RUTHERFORD,  Mark 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  MARK  RUTHER¬ 
FORD.  With  an  Introduction  by  h.  w.  massingham  No.  67 
Because  of  its  honesty,  delicacy  and  simplicity  of  portraiture, 
this  book  has  always  had  a  curious  grip  upon  the  affections  of 
its  readers.  An  English  Amiel,  inheriting  to  his  comfort  an 
English  Old  Crome  landscape,  he  freed  and  strengthened  his 
own  spirit  as  he  will  his  reader’s. 
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RUTHERFORD,  Mark 

THE  DELIVERANCE  No.  6 8 

Once  read,  Hale  White  [Mark  Rutherford]  is  never  forgotten. 
But  he  is  not  yet  approached  through  the  highways  of  English 
letters.  To  the  lover  of  his  work,  nothing  can  be  more  attrac¬ 
tive  than  the  pure  and  serene  atmosphere  of  thought  in  which 
his  art  moves. 

THE  REVOLUTION  IN  TANNER’S  LANE  No.  69 

‘Since  Bunyan,  English  Puritanism  has  produced  one  imagina¬ 
tive  genius  of  the  highest  order.  To  my  mind,  our  fiction  con¬ 
tains  no  more  perfectly  drawn  pictures  of  English  life  in  its 
recurring  emotional  contrast  of  excitement  and  repose  more 
valuable  to  the  historian,  or  more  stimulating  to  the  imaginative 
reader.’  H.  w.  massingham 

SHELVOCKE,  Captain  George 

A  PRIVATEER’S  VOYAGE  ROUND  THE 
WORLD.  With  aspersions  upon  him  by  william 
BETAGH.  Edited  by  A.  W.  LAWRENCE  No.  142 

A  book  of  1726,  well  known  as  the  source  of  the  albatross 
incident  and  other  passages  in  the  ‘Ancient  Mariner’;  it  de¬ 
scribes  the  exploits  of  a  private  ship  of  war  on  the  coasts  of 
South  America,  its  wreck  on  the  Crusoe  island  of  Juan 
Fernandez,  and  the  subsequent  adventures  of  its  company  in 
various  parts  of  the  Pacific. 

SITWELL,  Constance 

FLOWERS  AND  ELEPHANTS.  With  an  Intro¬ 
duction  by  E.  M.  FORSTER  No.  1 15 

Mrs.  Sitwell  has  known  India  well,  and  has  filled  her  pages  with 
many  vivid  little  pictures,  and  with  sounds  and  scents.  But  it  is 
the  thread  on  which  her  impressions  are  strung  that  is  so 
fascinating,  a  thread  so  delicate  and  rare  that  the  slightest 
clumsiness  in  definition  would  snap  it. 

SMITH,  Pauline 

THE  BEADLE.  A  Novel  of  South  Africa  No.  129 

‘A  story  of  great  beauty,  and  told  with  simplicity  and  tender¬ 
ness  that  makes  it  linger  in  the  memory .  It  is  a  notable  contribu¬ 
tion  to  the  literature  of  the  day.’  Morning  Post 
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SMITH,  Pauline 

THE  LITTLE  KAROO.  Stories  of  South  Africa 

With  an  Introduction  by  ARNOLD  BENNETT  No.  104 

‘Nothing  like  this  has  been  written  about  South  African  life 
since  Olive  Schreiner  and  her  Story  of  an  African  Farm  took  the 
literary  world  by  storm.’  The  Daily  Telegraph 

SOUIRE,  J.  C. 

THE  GRUB  STREET  NIGHTS  ENTERTAIN¬ 
MENTS  No.  102 

Stories  of  literary  life,  told  with  a  breath  of  fantasy  and  gaily 
ironic  humour.  Each  character  lives,  and  is  the  more  lively  for 
its  touch  of  caricature. 

SULLIVAN,  J.  W.  N. 

ASPECTS  OF  SCIENCE.  First  Series  No.  70 

Although  they  deal  with  different  aspects  of  various  scientific 
ideas  the  papers  which  make  up  this  volume  do  illustrate,  more 
or  less,  one  point  of  view.  This  book  tries  to  show  one  or  two 
of  the  many  reasons  why  science  may  be  interesting  for  people 
who  are  not  specialists  as  well  as  for  those  who  are. 

SYMONS,  Arthur 

PLAYS,  ACTING  AND  MUSIC  No.  113 

This  book  deals  mainly  with  music  and  with  the  various  arts 
of  the  stage.  Mr.  Arthur  Symons  shows  how  each  art  has  its 
own  laws,  its  own  limits;  these  it  is  the  business  of  the  critic 
jealously  to  distinguish.  Yet  in  the  study  of  art  as  art  it  should 
be  his  endeavour  to  master  the  universal  science  of  beauty. 

WILLIAM  BLAKE.  A  critical  study  No.  94 

When  Blake  spoke  the  first  word  of  the  nineteenth  century  there 
was  none  to  hear  it;  and  now  that  his  message  has  penetrated 
the  world,  and  is  slowly  remaking  it,  few  are  conscious  of  the 
man  who  first  voiced  it.  This  lack  of  knowledge  is  remedied 
in  Mr.  Symons’s  work. 

TCHEKOFF,  Anton 

TWO  PLAYS:  The  Cherry  Orchard  and  The  Sea  Gull. 

Translated  by  george  Calderon  No.  33 

Tchekoff  had  that  fine  comedic  spirit  which  relishes  the  in¬ 
congruity  between  the  actual  disorder  of  the  world  with  the 
underlying  order.  He  habitually  mingled  tragedy  (which  is 
life  seen  close  at  hand)  with  comedy  (which  is  life  seen  at  a  dis¬ 
tance).  His  plays  are  tragedies  with  the  texture  of  comedy. 
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THOMAS,  Edward 

A  LITERARY  PILGRIM  IN  ENGLAND  No.  95 

A  book  about  the  homes  and  resorts  of  English  writers,  from 
John  Aubrey,  Cowper,  Gilbert  White,  Cobbett,  Wordsworth, 
Burns,  Borrow  and  Lamb,  to  Swinburne,  Stevenson,  Meredith, 
W.  H.  Hudson  and  H.  Belloc. 

THE  POCKET  BOOK  OF  POEMS  AND  SONGS 

FOR  THE  OPEN  AIR  No.  97 

This  anthology  is  meant  to  please  those  lovers  of  poetry  and  the 
country  who  like  a  book  that  can  always  lighten  some  of  their 
burdens  or  give  wings  to  their  delight,  whether  in  the  open  air 
by  day,  or  under  the  roof  at  evening;  in  it  is  gathered  much  of 
the  finest  English  poetry. 

TURGENEV,  Ivan 

FATHERS  AND  CHILDREN.  Translated  by 

CONSTANCE  GARNETT  No.  83 

‘As  a  piece  of  art,  Fathers  and  Children  is  the  most  powerful  of 
all  Turgenev’s  works.  The  figure  of  Bazarov  is  not  only  the 
political  centre  of  the  book,  but  a  figure  in  which  the  eternal 
tragedy  of  man’s  impotence  and  insignificance  is  realised  in 
scenes  of  a  most  ironical  human  drama.’  Edward  garnett 

ON  THE  EVE.  Translated  by  Constance  garnett  No.  82 
On  the  Eve  is  a  quiet  work,  yet  over  which  the  growing  con¬ 
sciousness  of  coming  events  casts  its  heavy  shadow.  Turgenev, 
even  as  he  sketched  the  ripening  love  of  a  young  girl,  has  made 
us  feel  the  dawning  aspirations  of  a  nation. 

SMOKE.  Translated  by  Constance  garnett  No.  84 

In  this  novel  Turgenev  sees  and  reflects,  even  in  the  shifting 
phases  of  political  life,  that  which  is  universal  in  human  nature. 
His  work  is  compassionate,  beautiful,  unique;  in  the  sight  of 
his  fellow-craftsmen  always  marvellous  and  often  perfect. 

VERGA,  Giovanni 

MASTRO-DON  GESUALDO.  A  Novel.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  D.  H.  LAWRENCE  No.  71 

Verga,  who  died  in  1922,  is  recognised  as  one  of  the  greatest  of 
Italian  writers  of  fiction.  ‘It  is  a  fine  full  tale,  a  fine  full  picture 
of  life,  with  a  bold  beauty  of  its  own  which  Mr.  Lawrence  must 
have  relished  greatly  as  he  translated  it.’  Observer 


33 


VERGA,  Giovanni 

CAVALLERIA  RUSTICANA  No.  173 

Giovanni  Verga,  a  Sicilian,  died  in  1922.  His  work  is  of  the 
blood  and  salt  of  Sicily.  Practically  all  serious  Italian  critics 
regard  Verga  as  the  greatest  of  Italian  writers  of  fiction  with 
the  single  exception  of  Manzoni.  As  far  as  style  goes,  Verga 
aims  to  be  unliterary,  to  be  close  to  the  spoken  language  of  his 
characters.  The  story  is  the  original  upon  which  Mascagni’s 
opera  was  written. 

VOIGT,  F.  A. 

COMBED  OUT  No.  122 

This  account  of  life  in  the  army  in  1917-18,  both  at  home  and  in 
France,  is  written  with  a  telling  incisiveness.  The  author  does 
not  indulge  in  an  unnecessary  word,  but  packs  in  just  the  right 
details  with  an  intensity  of  feeling  that  is  infectious. 

WATERS,  W.  G. 

TRAVELLER’S  JOY.  An  Anthology  No.  106 

This  anthology  has  been  selected  for  publication  in  the 
Travellers’  Library  from  among  the  many  collections  of  verse 
because  of  its  suitability  for  the  traveller,  particularly  the 
summer  and  autumn  traveller,  who  would  like  to  carry  with 
him  some  store  of  literary  provender. 

WELLS,  H.  G. 

CHRISTINA  ALBERTA’S  FATHER.  A  Novel.  No.  100 
‘At  first  reading  the  book  is  utterly  beyond  criticism;  all  the 
characters  are  delightfully  genuine.’  Spectator 
‘Brimming  over  with  Wellsian  insight,  humour  and  invention. 
No  one  but  Mr.  Wells  could  have  written  the  whole  book  and 
given  it  such  a  verve  and  sparkle.’  Westminster  Gazette 

THE  DREAM.  A  Novel  No.  20 

‘It  is  the  richest,  most  generous  and  absorbing  thing  that  Mr. 
Wells  has  given  us  for  years  and  years.’  Daily  News 
‘I  find  this  book  as  close  to  being  magnificent  as  any  book  that  I 
have  ever  read.  It  is  full  of  inspiration  and  life.’  Daily  Graphic 

WHARTON,  Edith 

IN  MOROCCO  No.  41 

Morocco  is  a  land  of  mists  and  mysteries,  of  trailing  silver  veils 
through  which  minarets,  mighty  towers,  hot  palm  groves  and 
Atlas  snows  peer  and  disappear  at  the  will  of  the  Atlantic  cloud- 
drifts. 
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WHARTON,  Edith 

ITALIAN  BACKGROUNDS  No.  114 

Mrs.  Wharton’s  perception  of  beauty  and  her  grace  of  writing 
are  matters  of  general  acceptance.  Her  book  gives  us  pictures 
of  mountains  and  rivers,  monks,  nuns  and  saints. 

WHITAKER,  Malachi 

FROST  IN  APRIL  No.  181 

‘This  collection  of  short  stories,  impressions,  incidents  and 
mere  notes  about  life  has  a  number  of  things  to  recommend 
it— variety,  sincerity,  a  feeling  for  beauty  and  a  sort  of  eager¬ 
ness  that  is  refreshing.’  Times  Literary  Supplement 

WITHERS,  Percy 

FRIENDS  IN  SOLITUDE.  With  an  Introduction  by 

LASCELLES  ABERCROMBIE  No.  131 

Percy  Withers,  who  lived  for  many  years  in  the  Lake  Country, 
selects  certain  of  the  dale  folk  to  tell  in  their  own  fashion  so 
much  the  manner  of  men  they  are,  so  much  of  their  life-story, 
of  its  prosperities,  endurances,  pathos,  as  may  make  the  picture 
of  his  own  experience  more  complete  and  give  to  it  a  more 
human  significance. 

IN  A  CUMBERLAND  DALE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  LASCELLES  ABERCROMBIE  No.  193 

‘.  .  .  The  book  is  a  diary  of  delights,  the  delights  that  a  mind 
humane  and  sensitive,  well-stored  and  unfatigued,  can  derive 
from  liberty  to  trace  at  leisure  the  “bright  and  intricate  device 
of  days  and  seasons”  in  a  treasure-house  of  beauty  like  the  Lake 
District.  ...  A  man  must  know  the  district  extraordinarily 
well,  and  have  rare  openness  and  nicety  of  vision,  who  can  read 
the  book  without  learning  many  things  which  he  had  never 
seen  there.  The  writing  of  it,  always  good,  is  often  very  good 
indeed.’  C.  E.  MONTAGUE  in  the  Manchester  Guardian 

ZANGWILL,  Israel 

THE  KING  OF  SCHNORRERS  No.  164 

Humour  of  a  rich  and  active  character  pervades  the  delightful 
history  of  Menhasseh,  the  magnificently  autocratic  king  of 
Schnorrers,  or  Jewish  beggars,  who,  dressed  in  his  dirty  rags, 
was  as  haughty  in  demanding  charity  as  in  accepting  it. 
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The  Life  and  Letters  Series  has  been  reviewed 
by  Mr.  Frank  Swinnerton  in  The  Evening 
News  thus: 

‘The  first  volumes  of  this  new  and  handsome 
series  should  meet  the  most  modern  taste. 
Here  in  beautiful  light  form  are  books  which 
—  — —  have  all  been  previously  published  within  the 
_ _  last  three  or  four  years  at  much  higher  prices. 

‘Of  the  first  titles  every  one  is  the  kind  of 
work  to  make  any  keen  reader  say  to  himself,  “I  wish  I 
could  afford  that!  If  it  were  cheaper  I’d  buy  it!” 

‘With  the  price  4s.  6d.  a  volume,  the  appearance  handsome 
and  very  agreeable,  The  Life  and  Letters  Series  can  be 
afforded.  The  bargain  will  be  a  good  one.’ 

ANTHONY,  Katharine 

CATHERINE  THE  GREAT.  With  a  Frontispiece  No.  13 
‘This  lively  and  well-written  study  is  a  judicious  treatment  of  a 
temperament  and  a  reputation,  and  the  whole  book  is  a  contri¬ 
bution  to  the  study,  not  only  of  Catherine  the  Great,  but  of  a 
significant  period  in  Russian  history.’  Time  and  Tide 

BELLOC,  Hilaire 

A  CONVERSATION  WITH  AN  ANGEL  No.  27 

In  this  volume  of  essays  Mr.  Belloc  well  maintains  his  usual 
high  level  of  pungent  and  witty  writing.  His  subjects  are 
varied  as  they  are  diverting,  and  include  pages  on  poverty, 
academic  hate  and  epigrams,  on  Renan,  Gibbon  and  Macaulay, 
on  witchcraft,  pavement  artists  and  bridges. 

HOW  THE  REFORMATION  HAPPENED  No.  50 

‘This  book  is  well  worth  reading.  .  .  .  Mr.  Belloc  has  mar¬ 
shalled  the  events  of  the  Reformation  into  significant  intervals 
and  order  and  charged  his  narrative  so  richly  with  ideas  that 
an  old  and  complex  story  has  become  fresh  and  lucid.’ 
Manchester  Guardian 
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BERCOVICI,  Konrad 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  GYPSIES.  Illustrated  from 

photographs  by  E.  o.  hoppe  No.  ii 

‘The  author  of  this  fascinating  book  has  not  only  made  re¬ 
searches  into  the  history  of  this  people  but  has  also  lived, 
travelled  and  been  entertained  by  them.  Though  it  would  be 
extravagant  to  say  that  he  had  the  genius  of  George  Borrow, 
it  is  certain  that  he  has  more  respect  for  the  truth  and  for 
scholarly  fact  than  had  that  great  though  erratic  man.’  Listener 


BIRKENHEAD,  The  late  Earl  of,  edited  by 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  RALPH  RASHLEIGH 
(a  penal  exile  in  Australia  1825-1844).  Illustrated  from 
facsimile  pages  of  the  original  MS.  No.  20 

This  book  reveals,  through  the  sufferings  and  vicissitudes  of  a 
single  convict  transported  to  New  South  Wales  for  burglary,  a 
vivid  picture  of  the  condidons  under  which  the  penal  code  was 
administered  less  than  a  hundred  years  ago. 


BONE,  James 

THE  LONDON  PERAMBULATOR.  Illustrated 

with  drawings  by  MUIRHEAD  BONE  No.  23 

‘The  quiet  humour  of  the  writer  and  hand  of  the  artist  go 
together  to  present  the  majesty,  the  beauty,  the  variety,  the 
oddity  of  London  in  a  book  one  would  not  soon  tire  of 
praising.’  Times  Literary  Supplement 


BROWNLEE,  Frank 

CATTLE  THIEF  No.  32 

This  is  the  life  story  of  a  South  African  native.  In  its  divination 
of  the  nadve  mind  the  book  is  a  little  masterpiece.  More  than 
this,  the  exploits  of  Ntsukumbini,  a  member  of  a  family  of 
professional  stock  thieves,  his  outwitting  of  the  police,  his 
experiences  in  the  gold  mines,  his  loves  and  sorrows,  make 
really  good  reading. 
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BUTLER,  Samuel 

EREWHON.  A  Satire.  Illustrated  with  woodcuts  by 

ROBERT  GIBBINGS  No.  l6 

‘To  lash  the  age,  to  ridicule  vain  pretensions,  to  expose 
hypocrisy,  to  deride  humbug  in  education,  politics  and  religion, 
are  tasks  beyond  most  men’s  powers  ;  but  occasionally,  very 
occasionally,  a  bit  of  genuine  satire  secures  for  itself  more  than 
a  passing  nod  of  recognition.  Erevshon  is  such  a  satire.  .  .  . 
The  best  of  its  kind  since  Gulliver’s  Travels’  augustine 

BIRRELL 

ALPS  AND  SANCTUARIES.  Illustrated  with  two 

maps  No.  25 

‘ Alps  and  Sanctuaries  is  essentially  a  holiday  book,  and  no  one 
ever  enjoyed  a  holiday  more  keenly  than  Butler.  Here  we 
see  him  in  his  most  unbuttoned  mood,  giving  the  rein  to  his 
high  spirits  and  letting  his  fantastic  humour  carry  him 
whither  it  would.’  From  the  Introduction  by  R.  A.  STREATFEILD 

CUMMINGS,  E.  E. 

THE  ENORMOUS  ROOM.  With  a  Frontispiece 
portrait  of  the  Author,  and  an  Introduction  by 
ROBERT  GRAVES  No.  2 

‘He  reveals  himself  as  a  man  of  sensibility  and  fortitude,  and 
he  writes  always  with  such  good  taste  that  I  do  not  think  any¬ 
one  reading  his  book,  could  feel  otherwise  than  that  it  is  the 
work  of  a  rare,  fine  spirit.’  Sunday  Times 

DARK,  Sidney 

FIVE  DEANS.  With  five  illustrations  No.  26 

‘The  five  Deans  drawn  and  characterised  in  this  book  are 
Colet,  Donne,  Swift,  Stanley,  and  Inge.  ...  It  is  extra¬ 
ordinarily  brilliant,  carrying  the  reader  on  with  unflagging 
interest  from  beginning  to  end.  The  writer  is  gifted  with  a 
sure  instinctive  capacity  to  exclude  the  dull  and  the  heavy,  and 
to  include  the  humanly  interesting  and  attractive.’  The  Church- 
Times 

DAVIES,  W.  H. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  SUPER-TRAMP. 

Illustrated  from  four  portraits  of  the  Author  and  an 
Introduction  by  george  Bernard  shaw  No.  6 

‘I  recommend  this  most  remarkable  Autobiography  of  a 
Super-Tramp  to  your  special  attention.’  george  Bernard 
SHAW 
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DE  KRUIF,  Paul 

MICROBE  HUNTERS.  Illustrated  by  four  portraits  No.  3 
This  book  captures  for  the  reader  something  of  the  intellectual 
excitement  and  romance  associated  with  the  works  of  the 
greater  scientists. 

HUNGER  FIGHTERS  No.  45 

‘The  best  detective  thriller  is  no  more  exciting  than  this  story 
of  the  fight  of  a  dozen  North  Americans,  farmers  and  scientists, 
to  guard  the  food  supply  of  a  quarter  of  the  world.  It  is  written 
in  the  choicest  modern  American,  racy  and  “high-pressured,” 
and  it  is  intensely  dramatic.  Mr.  de  Kruif  writes  about  men  , 
most  of  them  holding  Government  positions  at  small  salaries, 
who  fought  steadily  and  patiently  year  after  year,  to  find  wheat 
that  would  grow  in  wind,  drought  and  frost,  and  seed  maize 
that  would  produce  eighty  bushels  instead  of  forty.’  Yorkshire 
Post 

DIMNET,  Ernest 

THE  BRONTE  SISTERS.  With  four  Illustrations  No.  19 
The  Bronte  Sisters  is  an  ideal  co-mingling  of  critical  biography 
and  literary  criticism.  With  great  tenderness,  with  much  sym¬ 
pathy,  but  with  rigid  intellectual  honesty,  the  author  recreates 
for  us  the  parsonage  and  its  inhabitants,  and  brings  especially  to 
the  mentality  of  Charlotte  and  Emily  Bronte  a  fresh  analytical 
talent. 

DOUGHTY,  Charles  M. 

PASSAGES  FROM  ARABIA  DESERTA.  Selected 

by  Edward  GARNETT.  With  a  Frontispiece  No.  21 

‘Charles  Montagu  Doughty  was  one  of  the  great  men  of  our 
day,  the  author  of  a  unique  prose  masterpiece.  For  many 
readers  it  is  a  book  so  majestic,  so  vital,  of  such  incomparable 
beauty  of  thought,  of  observation,  and  of  diction  as  to  occupy 
a  place  apart  among  their  most  cherished  literary  possessions.’ 
Observer 

EDINGER,  George,  and  NEEP,  E.  J.  C. 

HORATIO  NELSON.  With  four  illustrations  No.  44 

The  British  Nation  has  set  Nelson  on  such  a  high  pedestal  in 
Trafalgar  Square  that  nobody  can  see  what  he  looks  like,  and 
biographers  have  always  held  their  telescopes  to  the  blind  eye. 
The  story  of  Lord  Nelson  is  the  story  of  the  greatest  conspiracy 
of  silence  of  the  last  hundred  and  fifty  years  and  is  among  the 
great  love  tragedies  of  the  world. 
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FOAKES-JACKSON,  F.  J. 

THE  LIFE  OF  SAINT  PAUL  No.  48 

‘Dr.  Foakes- Jackson  succeeds  in  giving  an  impressive  account 
of  the  Apostle’s  work  and  its  results  on  Christianity’s  life  and 
faith.  He  emphasizes  the  human  interest  in  the  career  and 
character  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable  personalities  in  history. 
.  .  .  The  work  is  intended  for  readers  who  desire  to  gain  a 
clear  conception  of  the  special  contribution  made  by  St.  Paul 
to  Christianity,  and  the  conditions  in  which  it  was  made.’ 
Times 


GRAVES,  Robert 

GOOD-BYE  TO  ALL  THAT.  With  eight  illustrations  No.  22 

'Good-bye  to  all  That  is  a  very  good  book,  both  picturesque 
and  honest,  and  excellently  written.  Robert  Graves  is  a  fine 
poet — none  better  to-day,  in  my  view.  All  poets  write  good 
prose,  and  he  does.  ...  It  is  the  sincere  and  convincing 
expression  of  a  distinguished  individuality.’  ARNOLD  BENNETT 

HENDY,  E.  W. 

WILD  EXMOOR  THROUGH  THE  YEAR  No.  37 

‘Mr.  Flendy  is  one  of  the  best  writers  among  our  naturalists, 
with  abundant  and  intimate  knowledge  of  his  country  and  its 
wild  inhabitants.  There  must  be  many  people  who  will  find 
this  their  book;  now  that  we  have  lost  our  old  freedom  of 
passage  across  country,  with  the  rights  of  way  curtailed  or 
quietly  filched  almost  everywhere,  Exmoor  and  Dartmoor 
mean  more  than  ever.’  edward  Thompson  in  The  Observer 

HINDUS,  Maurice 

HUMANITY  UPROOTED  Wo.  41 

‘I  have  just  read  your  book.  It  answers  a  score  of  questions  I’ve 
been  asking  about  Russia  and  a  score  of  others  I  should  have 
asked  had  I  known  enough  to  ask  them.  It  is  as  illuminating 
and  exciting  as  it  is  convincing.  I’ve  learnt  more  from  it  than 
I  have  from  any  other  book  I’ve  read  for  years.’  From  a  letter 
to  the  author  bv  MR.  H.  G.  WELLS 
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HORN,  Alfred  Aloysius 

TRADER  HORN  (The  Ivory  Coast  in  the  Earlies). 

Edited  by  ethelreda  lewis.  With  an  Introduction 
by  JOHN  GALSWORTHY.  Illustrated  with  portraits  No.  4 

‘This  is  a  gorgeous  book,  more  full  of  sheer  stingo  than  any 
you  are  likely  to  come  across  in  a  day’s  march  among  the  book¬ 
shops  of  wherever  you  may  be.’  From  mr.  john  Galsworthy’s 
Introduction 

THE  WATERS  OF  AFRICA.  Edited  by 

ethelreda  lewis  No.  28 

Even  more  mysterious  than  the  cannibals  and  shadowy  rivers 
of  Western  Africa  is  the  East  Coast  of  fifty  years  ago  with  its 
magic  island  of  Madagascar  and  its  island-sewn  Mozambique 
Channel.  Here,  as  in  his  other  book,  the  famous  conversations 
of  Horn  with  his  editor  amplify  the  old  man’s  narrative. 

HUDDLESTON,  Sisley 

LOUIS  XIV:  IN  LOVE  AND  WAR.  With  twelve 

illustrations  No.  46 

Mr.  Huddleston,  in  his  reconstruction  of  the  dramatic  events 
of  the  Grand  Siecle,  endeavours  to  explain  the  springs  of  Louis’ 
conduct;  and  he  takes  a  novel  view  of  the  resplendent  Monarch. 
The  story  is  told  with  dramatic  force.  His  love  affairs  with 
Marie  Mancini,  with  Henrietta,  sister  of  Charles  II  of  England, 
with  the  gentle  La  Valliere,  are  freshly  related.  Altogether, 
it  is  a  stirring  study  of  a  remarkable  period  of  modern  history. 

JACKSON,  Holbrook 

THE  EIGHTEEN  NINETIES.  With  twenty-six 

illustrations  No.  17 

‘The  curious  investigator  of  the  future  will  always  be  able  to 
see  the  period’s  main  outlines,  and  to  find  them  clearly  traced 
in  Mr.  Holbrook  Jackson’s  animated  and  attractive  pages.’ 
The  Daily  Telegraph 

KURLBAUM-SIEBERT,  Margarete 

MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.  With  four  illustrations  No.  43 
‘This  book  gives  a  vivid  picture  of  the  bloody  turmoil  of  the 
time:  passionate  loyalties  and  black  treacheries,  the  pageantry 
and  the  squalor,  the  scheming  and  the  futility,  of  dying 
Feudalism.  There  is  the  enigmatic  beauty,  sweetness  and 
horror  of  Queen  “Hone  Pot,”  there  is  Elizabeth  of  England, 
her  hard  rival,  and  there  is  the  mighty  Earl  of  Bothwell.’ 
Daily  News 
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LANGDON-DAVIES,  John 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  WOMEN  No.  42 

A  most  readable  and  reasonable  book  in  which  the  author 
traces  the  ideas  and  theories  which  have  been  held  about  the 
position  of  women  and  the  treatment  which  has  been  meted  out 
to  them  during  the  last  six  thousand  years. 

LEYEL,  Mrs.  C.  F. 

THE  MAGIC  OF  HERBS  No.  34 

‘Mrs.  Leyel  has  gone  deep  into  her  subject  and  has  brought 
back  wonders  from  the  earliest  dawn  of  science  and  from  all 
parts  of  the  world  .  .  .  treasures  of  curious  and  useful  informa¬ 
tion  purged  of  their  dross  are  presented,  not  too  methodically 
and  yet  methodically  enough.’  Manchester  Guardian 

LUBBOCK,  Percy 

EARLHAM.  With  a  Frontispiece  No.  7 

‘The  book  seems  too  intimate  to  be  reviewed.  We  want  to  be 
allowed  to  read  it,  and  to  dream  over  it,  and  keep  silence  about 
it.  His  judgment  is  perfect,  his  humour  is  true  and  ready; 
his  touch  light  and  prim;  his  prose  is  exact  and  clean  and  full 
of  music.’  Times 

SHADES  OF  ETON  No.  30 

The  author  was  at  Eton  in  the  ’nineties  of  the  last  century.  To 
those  years  belong  the  figures  and  scenes  recalled  in  this  book — 
in  which  they  appear  as  they  seemed  to  a  boy,  and  in  which  an 
attempt  is  made  to  measure  the  effect  of  Eton  on  a  boy’s 
imagination.  Warre  himself,  F.  W.  Warre-Cornish  and  his 
wife,  H.  E.  Luxmoore  and  A.  C.  Benson  were  among  those 
who  counted  most  deeply  in  that  impression;  these  and  other 
figures  familiar  to  Etonians  of  that  time  are  sketched  in  detail. 

LUDWIG,  Emil 

GENIUS  AND  CHARACTER.  Illustrated  by  six¬ 
teen  portraits  No.  9 

‘As  in  his  longer  biographies,  it  is  the  dramatic  values  of  motive 
and  action  he  seeks,  the  flashes  of  illumination  in  the  chiaroscuro 
investing  a  lonely  figure.  This  is  not  a  ponderous  book;  it  is  a 
series  of  vivacious  and  sometimes  very  moving  studies.’  The 
Spectator 
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MAYO,  Katherine 

MOTHER  INDIA.  Illustrated  No.  5 

‘It  is  certainly  the  most  fascinating,  the  most  devastating,  and  at 
the  same  time  the  most  important  and  truthful  book  that  has 
been  written  about  India  for  a  good  deal  more  than  a  genera¬ 
tion.’  New  Statesman 

McCURDY,  Edward 

THE  MIND  OF  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI  No.  31 

Mr.  McCurdy  has  made  a  special  study  of  the  manuscript  and 
notebooks  of  Leonardo,  a  selection  of  which  he  edited.  He 
attempts  here  a  biographical  study  of  Leonardo  in  which  the 
subject’s  mind  and  mentality  is  the  selective  factor.  The  book 
is  in  three  parts  and  deals  with  the  period  of  his  life  at  Florence, 
at  Milan,  and  during  the  years  of  his  wandering. 

MEYNELL,  Viola 

ALICE  MEYNELL.  With  eleven  illustrations  No.  47 

‘Miss  Viola  Meynell’s  Memoir  of  her  mother,  Alice  Meynell,  is 
a  beautiful  book.  It  was  a  difficult  task  to  do  justice  to  that 
most  noble  woman,  with  her  many  talents— poet,  critic, 
journalist  and — no  less  giftedly— wife,  mother  and  friend. 
But  it  has  been  worthily  done.  The  reader  will  be  grateful  for 
the  liberal  quotations  from  Mrs.  MeynelFs  poetry  and  literary 
criticism.  They  enrich  the  Memoir  greatly.’  Evening  Standard 

MUIR,  Edwin 

JOHN  KNOX.  Illustrated  by  four  portraits  No.  12 

The  study  is  not  concerned  with  the  truth  or  the  falsehood  of 
Calvinism,  but  rather  presents  the  Calvinist  in  all  his  activities 
from  the  greatest  to  the  most  trifling,  and  shows  his  creed 
working  out,  here  in  heroic  and  there  in  ridiculous  form. 

MURRY,  J.  Middleton 

SON  OF  WOMAN  No.  40 

‘A  very  detailed  exposition  of  the  life-work  of  D.  H.  Lawrence, 
and  it  would  be  impossible— I  will  say  that— to  find  a  better 
interpretation.  It  will  be  indispensable  to  any  future  historian 
of  this  prophetic  period:  Mr.  Murry  was  a  great  friend  of 
Lawrence,  and  is  excellently  placed  to  tell  us  exactly  the 
significance  of  every  fresh  development  in  this  gospel.’ 
wyndham  lewis  in  Time  and  Tide 
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NILES,  Blair 

CONDEMNED  TO  DEVIL’S  ISLAND.  The 
biography  of  a  French  Convict.  Illustrated  from 
drawings  by  b.  k.  morris  No.  io 

Mrs.  Blair  Niles  is  the  first  woman  to  have  been  allowed  to 
visit  the  most  notorious  Devil’s  Island  since  it  became  a  penal 
colony.  She  describes  this  penal  settlement  in  the  person  of  a 
young  French  burglar,  and  tells  an  almost  unbearable  tale 
of  thousands  of  men  starved  of  hope  and  leisure. 


POWYS,  John  Cowper 

THE  MEANING  OF  CULTURE  No.  33 

‘Here  in  a  dozen  chapters  of  eloquent  and  glowing  prose, 
Mr.  Powys  describes  for  every  reader  that  citadel  which  is 
himself  and  explains  to  him  how  it  may  be  strengthened  and 
upheld  and  on  what  terms  it  is  most  worth  upholding.’ 
Manchester  Guardian 


RAN  DELL,  Captain  Jack 

I’M  ALONE.  With  eight  illustrations  No.  49 

‘Back  and  forth  across  the  world  since  he  was  a  small  boy  has 
Jack  Randell  sought  adventure,  and  on  sea  and  land  he  has 
found  it.  Modestly  but  vigorously  he  tells  his  life  story,  from 
the  time  he  signed  as  an  A.B.  at  the  age  of  sixteen  until  over 
thirty  years  later  the  rum  runner  I’m  Alone  was  sunk  under  him 
by  a  U.S.  Revenue  cutter.  .  .  .  Here  apparently,  is  a  man 
who  runs  into  a  perilous  adventure  whatever  his  job,  and, 
what  is  more,  thoroughly  enjoys  it.  There  can  be  very  few 
with  such  a  record.’  Daily  Telegraph 

RANSOME,  Arthur 

ROD  AND  LINE  No.  38 

‘Rod and  Line  must  be  placed  in  the  front  rank  of  contemporary 
angling  literature,  both  for  its  insight  into  the  “sunset  hues” 
through  which  most  of  us  see  our  sport  (in  reminiscence),  and 
for  its  literary  excellence.  It  possesses,  too,  just  that  touch  of 
whimsical  humour  with  which  most  of  us  (again  in  reminis¬ 
cence)  clothe  the  nakedness  of  those  distressing  times  which 
confirm  us  in  our  conviction  that  Job  was  no  fisherman.’  Field 


44 


READ,  Herbert 

WORDSWORTH  jy8 

‘This  study  of  Wordsworth  is  to  me  a  landmark  in  English 
criticism  such  as  we  have  not  had  smce  the  Biographia  Literaria. 
...  If  ever  I  recognized  great  work,  proclaimed  by  its  own 
strength  and  simplicity,  here  is  such.’  Richard  church  in  the 
Spectator 

SHAND,  P.  Morton 

A  BOOK  OF  FOOD  jy0.  8 

Dr.  Johnson  said:  Most  people  have  a  foolish  way  of  not 
minding,  or  pretending  not  to  mind,  what  they  eat.  For  my 
own  part  I  mind  my  belly  most  studiously  and  very  carefully; 
for  I  look  upon  it  that  he  who  does  not  mind  his  belly  will 
hardly  mind  anything  else.’ 

SIEGFRIED,  Andre 

AMERICA  COMES  OF  AGE.  A  French  Analysis. 

Illustrated  by  eight  maps  and  diagrams.  Translated  from 
the  French  by  h.  h.  hemming  and  doris  hemming  No.  i 
‘It  is  a  brilliant  study  of  the  most  important,  and  in  some  ways 
the  most  interesting,  though  certainly  not  the  loveliest,  nation 
on  earth.’  the  very  rev.  dean  w.  r.  INGE 

SULLIVAN,  J.  W.  N. 

BEETHOVEN,  His  spiritual  development.  Illustrated  No.  15 
‘Few  men  are  better  qualified  to  write  a  study  of  Beethoven 
than  Mr,  J.  W.  N.  Sullivan.  .  .  .’  The  Spectator 
‘It  is  a  striking  merit  of  Mr.  Sullivan’s  book  that  it  explains 
Beethoven  to  the  unmusical  philosopher.’  The  New  Statesman 

TAYLOR,  G.  R.  Stirling 

SEVEN  NINETEENTH-CENTURY  STATESMEN  No.  39 
‘This  vivid  book  .  .  .  has  the  virtues  of  penetration,  skilful 
arrangement,  clear  purpose,  a  lively  style.  It  makes  an  excellent 
summary  of  the  political  history  of  England  during  most  of  the 
nineteenth  century  ...  it  has  not  a  dull  page;  the  author  has 
a  keen  eye  for  character,  and  an  enviable  gift  for  presentation.’ 
OSBERT  burdett  in  the  Observer 
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WALLAS,  Graham 

THE  ART  OF  THOUGHT  No.  24 

A  book  written  with  the  practical  purpose  of  helping  the 
apprentice  thinker  to  become  a  competent  craftsman.  The 
author  examines  the  proposition  that  the  human  mind  is 
‘actuated  by  instinct,  but  instrumented  by  reason,’  and  suggests 
its  application  to  our  own  thought. 


WEST,  Rebecca 

THE  STRANGE  NECESSITY:  Critical  Essays  No.  18 
Miss  Rebecca  West’s  book  is  a  sequence  of  challenging  studies 
of  modern  books  and  authors.  The  Strange  Necessity — Art— 
which  is  so  inclusive  of  opposites.  Speculating  on  this  brings 
Miss  West  to  an  analysis  of  literature,  and  the  discovery  of  a 
double  and  vital  function  which  it  fulfils  for  man. 

WILLI AMS-ELLIS,  Clough  &  Amabel 

THE  PLEASURES  OF  ARCHITECTURE. 

Illustrated  from  drawings  and  photographs  No.  14 

This  book  will  bring  enlightenment  and  entertainment  to  those 
who  like  a  well-built  house  or  office  building  when  they  see  it, 
but  are  not  quite  sure  as  to  the  reasons  why  they  like  it. 

WOOLLEY,  C.  L. 

DEAD  TOWNS  AND  LIVING  MEN  No.  29 

Dead  Towns  and  Living  Men  describes  the  training  that  goes  to 
make  a  fully  equipped  archaeologist,  the  sort  of  places,  usually 
far  away  from  the  beaten  track,  that  he  lives  in,  and  the  sort  of 
men,  usually  ignorant  and  sometimes  half-civilised,  whom  he 
must  control  and  live  with.  Archaeology  as  a  satisfying  human 
adventure  has  never  been  better  described  than  in  this  book. 

WRIGHT,  Eugene 

THE  GREAT  HORN  SPOON  No.  36 

‘In  The  Great  Horn  Spoon  a  young  American  has  presented  us 
with  a  travel  book  that  is  really  worth  reading  ...  it  is  alive 
...  he  writes  with  gusto,  he  carries  us  along  with  him,  makes 
us  feel  hot  and  cold,  fearful  or  exultant,  conjures  up  jungles 
and  deserts  for  us.’  j.  b.  Priestley 
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THE  NOVELS  OF  RADCLYFFE  HALL,  uniform 
edition.  Small  cr.  8vo.  Black  cloth,  fully  gilt.  5s.  net 
a  volume. 

THE  UNLIT  LAMP 
ADAM’S  BREED 

THE  NOVELS  OF  SINCLAIR  LEWIS,  Nobel  Prize 
edition.  Mr.  Sinclair  Lewis  was  awarded  the  Nobel  Prize 
for  literature  in  1930.  Uniform  edition.  Small  cr.  8vo. 
Red  cloth,  fully  gilt.  5s.  net  a  volume. 

BABBITT 

THE  JOB 

MAIN  STREET 

OUR  MR.  WRENN 

MARTIN  ARROWSMITH 

FREE  AIR 

DODSWORTH 

ELMER  GANTRY 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  HAWK 

THE  COLLECTED  WORKS  OF  MARY  WEBB, 
uniform  edition.  Small  cr.  8vo.  Green  cloth,  fully  gilt. 
5s.  net  a  volume. 

GONE  TO  EARTH.  With  an  Introduction  by  John  buchan 
SEVEN  FOR  A  SECRET.  With  an  Introduction  by  Robert 
lynd 

PRECIOUS  BANE.  With  an  Introduction  by  the  RT.  HON. 
STANLEY  BALDWIN 

THE  GOLDEN  ARROW.  With  an  Introduction  by  G.  K. 
CHESTERTON 

THE  HOUSE  IN  DORMER  FOREST.  With  an  Introduction 
by  the  rev.  h.  r.  l.  sheppard 

POEMS  AND  THE  SPRING  OF  JOY.  With  an  Introduction 

by  WALTER  DE  LA  MARE 

ARMOUR  WHEREIN  HE  TRUSTED.  A  Collection  of  her 
short  stories,  including  the  unfinished  novel  upon  which  she 
was  working  at  the  time  of  her  death.  With  an  Introduction  by 
MARTIN  ARMSTRONG 
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THE  NOVELS  OF  MISS  E.  H.  YOUNG,  uniform 
edition.  Small  cr.  8vo.  Blue  cloth,  fully  gilt.  5s*  net  a 
volume. 

WILLIAM 

THE  MISSES  MALLETT 
YONDER 

THE  VICAR’S  DAUGHTER 
MOOR  FIRES 
MISS  MOLE 

THE  NOVELS  AND  SHORT  STORIES  OF 
NAOMI  MITCHISON,  uniform  edition.  Small  cr.  8vo. 
5s.  net  a  volume. 

THE  CONQUERED 
WHEN  THE  BOUGH  BREAKS 
BLACK  SPARTA 
CLOUD  CUCKOO  LAND 
BARBARIAN  STORIES 

THE  PLAYS  OF  EUGENE  O’NEILL,  uniform  edition. 
Blue  cloth,  gilt.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d.  net  a  volume. 

THE  EMPEROR  JONES:  and  other  Plays.  The  Emperor 
Jones,  The  Straw,  and  Diff’rent 

THE  MOON  OF  THE  CARIBBEES:  and  other  Plays  of 
the  Sea.  The  Moon  of  the  Caribbees,  Bound  East  for  Cardiff, 
The  Long  Voyage  Home,  In  the  Zone,  lie.  Where  the  Cross  is 
Made,  and  The  Rope.  With  an  Introduction  by  ST.  John 
ervine 

THE  HAIRY  APE:  and  other  Plays.  The  Hairy  Ape,  Anna 
Christie,  The  First  Man 

BEYOND  THE  HORIZON.  Two  Plays.  Beyond  the  Horizon 
and  Gold 

ALL  GOD’S  CHILLUN  GOT  WINGS.  Three  Plays.  Including 
Desire  Under  the  Elms  and  Welded 
THE  GREAT  GOD  BROWN  and  other  Plays.  The  Great 
God  Brown,  The  Fountain,  Before  Breakfast  and  The  Dreamy 
Kid 

STRANGE  INTERLUDE.  A  Play  in  Nine  Acts 
LAZARUS  LAUGHED  and  DYNAMO 
MARCO  MILLIONS.  A  Play  in  Three  Acts.  5s.  net 
MOURNING  BECOMES  ELECTRA.  A  Trilogy.  Homecoming. 
The  Hunted.  The  Haunted 
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ALPHABETICAL  INDEX  TO  TITLES 


{In  this  index,  volumes  in  both  ‘ The  Travellers’  Library’  and 
‘  The  Life  and  Letters  Series’  are  included,  as  well  as  volumes  in  the 
‘ Collected  Works.’) 
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